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ADVERTISEMENT, 


— 


T. 5 little Romance, moſt com- 
3 * monly aſcribed to Euſtathius, Bishop 
of Theſſelonica has been many times 
tranſlated from Greek into French, 
3 Italian, and perhaps into English alſo; 
| p but that conſideration has not deter- 
red me from making this Tranſlation : 
as it is likely to be very different 
from any that may have preceded 
it; for tho' this Novel has many 
beauties in it, nevertheleſs by fre- 
quently reading it, I became ſenſible 
of their being diſparaged by many 
things inconſiſtent with the Principles 
of morality cſtabliched among the 


1 Advertiſement. 3 
Greeks : ſo that I have changed, 
omitted and added many paſſages * 
in it. I have beſides inſerted here and 1 
there ſome verſes from the beſt E- 
glish Poets, which ſcem adapted to 
the ſubject, with a view, not only 
to adorn the whole , but alſo to fa- 
miliariſe with poetry ſuch of my 
countrymen as begin to learn the 
English language, to which they be- 
come every day more partial. Whether 
J have ſucceeded or not, the reader 
will decide. Should I be fo fortunate, 
It will be a fincere ſatisfaction to me, 


to have entertained him during a few 2 
idle hours: if I have failed, the Whole 
misfortune will conſiſt in my having 3 
loſt thoſe I employed in endeavou- 4 


ring to pleaſe him. And here I muſt 
not negle to acquit my heart of the 


4 I debt it owes to thoſe who have been 
1 ſo kind as to take an intereſt in my 
tranſlation and to correct it: and par- 
3 ticularly to the gentleman who has the 
honour of teaching the English lan- 


guage to ſeveral of the Princes and 
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Princeſſes of the Royal family. By 
his reading with me the following 
pages, and by his obſervations on ſome 
expreſſions , which to him appeared 
the moſt ſtriking , I have been ena- 
bled to avoid ſome faults , which 


might have rendered this little 
performance in ſome degree leſs 
cortect than I hope it will now 
appear. I wish I might be permit- 
F ted to name M. SFF#XX##X# whole 


friendship is an honour to me, as 
he is equally diſtinguished by his 
Birth; his knowdlege in every branch 
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/ Advertiſement. 


Grecks : ſo that I have changed, 
omitted and added many paſſages 
in it. 1 have beſides inſerted here and 
there ſome verſes from the beſt En- 
glish Poets, which ſeem adapted to 
the ſubject, with a view, not only 
to adorn the whole, but alſo to fa= * 
miliariſe with poetry ſuch of my 
countrymen as begin to lcarn the 
English language, to which they be- 
come every day more partial. Whether 
I have ſucceeded or not, the reader 
will decide. Should I be ſo fortunate, ? 
It will be a ſincere ſatisfaction to me, 1 
to have entertained him during a few 
idle hours : if I have failed, the whole 

misfortune will conſiſt in my having 

loſt thoſe I employed in endeavou- 

Ting to pleaſe him. And here I muſt 

not negle to acquit my heart of the 
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debt it owes to thoſe who have been 
ſo kind as to take an intereſt in my 
tranſlation and to corre it: and par- 
ticularly to the gentleman who has the 
honour of teaching the English lan- 
guage to ſeveral of the Princes and 
Princeſſes of the Royal family. By 
his reading with me the following 
pages, and by his obſervations on ſome 
expreſſions , which to him appeared 


the moſt ſtriking, I have been ena- 
1 bled to avoid ſome faults, which 
might have rendered this little 


performance in ſome degree leſs 
cortect than I hope it will now 
appear, I wish I might be permit- 
ted to name M. SX XXX whole 
friendship is an honour to me, as 
he is equally diſtinguiched by his 
Birth; his knowdlege in every branch 
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of Literature , by his entertaining 
and improving Productions , and by 
all the qualities which characteriſe 
the true man of honour. 
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TO THE QUEEN. 
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MAD AM, 
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BEFORE I preſumed to en- 
treat your Majeſty's leave to grace 
with her auguſt name the begin- 


* 
ning of this flight performance, 
I read it not only to ſome of 
my countrymen well acquainted 
with theEnglish language; but alſo 
to English Gentlemen who ſee- 

med well pleaſed with it. Would 

your Majeſty but ſmile on it! 
were it but known that it has 
amuſed a few moments of her 


leiſure I should entertain no diſ- 
quietude whatſoever as to the 


indulgence of my readers. At 
leaſt let it ſerve as a proof of 
my earneſt deſite to do fome- 
| thing acceptable to your Majeſty, 
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17 
and of the profound reſpect with 
which, 


I am, 


MADAM, 


YOUR MAJESTY'S 


Moſt humble and moſt 
devoted ſervant , 


LI MOINKE. 
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T HE town of Eurycone. is — 


in a bi country: on one ſide, it 


is open to the ſea, and on thetother, 


agreeable meadows bathed by rivers 


Shaded with trees , present to the ra- 
vished ſight all the charms that na- 
ture displays in her ſimplicity. Secure 
from the fury of the wind, ships al- 
ways find there a large and convenient 


batbour. Attracted by its reputation 
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for upright dealing in traffic, all na- 
tions flock thicher.. The manners of 
its inhabitants are mild; they are the 
patern of all the Greeks. More reli- 
gious even than the Athenians them- 
ſelves ; their piety renders them re- 
nowned and reſpectable. The ſervice 
of the altar, the choice of the obla- 
tions deſigned for the Gods are , as 

were, their only occupations. They | 
appoint the holy feaſts ; their cere- 
monies are brilliant and majeſtick. 
Jupiter protects them, and they are 
dear to all the Gods beſides. Agreea- 
ble to an old enſtom, or rather to 
an inviolable law , they yearly al- 
femble the Young men of their rown 


and Iſmenias. 3 
as yet inſenſible of love, in the tem · 
ple of Jove. Chance decides which 
of them shall go , and declare to 
the neighbouring cities the feſtival 
of the father of the Gods. They muſt 
be proof againſt all impre ſſions from 
the fair, and return as free, and 
unengaged, as they were the day 
of their departure. If any of chem 
their charge, a ſevere chaſtiſement 
wonld attend the offender on his re- 
turn. I was one among the ſelected 
youths , and my deſtination was for 
Aulycone an eminent city of Greece, 
When ] came out of the temple cro- 
ned with laurels, and clothed with 
Az 


it. An other, with tears in his eyes 


4 Iſmene 

the garments of my office, the people 
expreſſed their applauſe by the ſound 
of the trumpet , and mixed with 
their acclamarions the tendereſt, and 
molt earneſt vows. One congratula- 
ted me upon my fortunate lot ; Gods 
themſelves , ſaid he, have directed 


beeauſe his ſon had not met with 
the ſame ſucceſs , nevertheleſs claſ- 
ped the to his boſom; a und void | 
of concern for himſelf „ Wished and 
forerold me a happy journey, and 
another, to shew me his regard, in- 
dulged all the ſuggeſtions of his zeal ; | 
their joy' was unanimous. It ſcemed 
as if the ſame heart, the ſame mind. 


and Iſmenias. 

had at once expreſſed the tranſports 
of them all. I paſs over the events 
of my journey. I arrived at Auly- 


F 


cone; I was received there as a meſ- 


ſenger from the Gods , or rather as a 
God himſelf. A crowd of people ſur- 
rounded me; curioſity got the better 
of teſpect; I was overwhelmed. The 
ſtreets were ſtrewed with myrtle ; the 
air was filled with the moſt exqui- 
fite perfumes ; both boys and girls 
crowned with roſes , decked with 
beautiful flowers hardly gave way 
to the moſt illuſtrious citizens, who 
aſſembled round me from every quar- 
ter. Such was Sotrates amidſt his 
diſciples. Who, among us, {aid they, 
if 3 


2 
s Iſmene 
shall be happy enough to welcome 
him to his home? Whom will he 
prefer? All their vows were centered 
in me. It ſeemed that it was for my 
own ſake, and that the ambaſſador 
vas indebted for nothing, to the dig- 
nity of his miſſion. Dangerous ho- 
nous! How many tears, what bit- 
terneſs did you leave behind you! 
Soſthenes preyailed over his rivals, 
and I aſcended his car. I entered a 
magnificent palace, of which I be- 
came, as it were, the owner, and ran 
through all the appartments of it. I 
walked into a garden the true abode 
of wonders and delights. The fruits 
there vie with the flowers in colour; 


* 
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and Iſineni as. 7 
the purple of the violet yields to that 
of the grape; the vine bending un- 
der its own weight blends them to- 
gether. Scarce can one diſtinguish 
them, here the myrtle-tree interwo- 
ven with the cypreſs forms ſo thick 
a bower that the ſun-beams can not 
penetrate it ; there I behold the roſe 
half blown , while others appear in 
full beauty of bloom. The wanton 
zephyr flutters around, and ſeems 
to embelish them by his ſighs. Still 
farther the hyacinth, the lily, the 
amaranth imitate the variety and li- 
velineſs of the colours that deck the, 
meſſenger of the Gods, when she is 


ſent to reveal their will to mankind. 


8 Iſmene 
Here one finds in abundance every 
thing that induſtry , and the aſſiduous 
labour of a judicious gardener can 
produce. There benevolent nature 


confounds all the ſeaſons, and there, 
adorned with every charm, Flora and 


Pomona reign in all their glory. 


My ſoul is loſt in rapture and amazes | 
But sleep, I fear, the magic ſcene diſplays, 
And all theſe wonders are but shadows vain 
The ſweet chimeras of a heated brain. 


Aſtonished , and enchanted, I thought 
my ſelf in the gardens of Alcinous , 
and no longer attribute to imaginary 
dreams what. the poets ſing of the 
Eliſian fields. Inſenſibly I drew near 


8 
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a fountain; to admire it was eaſy 
for me; but how am I to deſcribe it? 
In a ruſtic grotto where art does 
not dare beſtow any thing on nature, 
ſprings a pellucid water, the liquid 
cryſtal of which runs down a canal 
covered with pebbles, and flowing 
through a flowery green into another 
more ſpacious baſon , proceeds and 
ſwells , a river which , ſpreading on 
both ſides as far as the fight can reach, 
terminates the proſpect of that char- 
ming place. The top of this grotro is 
Shaded with ever green shrubs which 
no hand has profaned. Both channels 
are bordered with bushy trees which 
preſerye a perpetual coolneſs, Secret 


WW Iſmene 

meditation, ſleep ſtill ſweeter inha- 
bit this retreat. A venerable old man 
the Neſtor of his age, with a ferene 
look, and eyes ſtill ſparkling, was 
muſing there on the vanity of hu- 
man things, and the ommipotence of 
the Gods. Awed by his preſence, 1 
ſtopt leſt I shonld interrupt him. I 
worshiped the divinity of that peace- 
ful place. Beautiful Naiad, ſaid? I, 
may your waters ever pure, ever de- 
licious, give pleaſure to thoſe who 
come to viſit them, and queneh the 


3 
the thirſt of whoever taſtes them! 


May 1 myſelf learn on your banks, 


that the moſt blooming youth flows 


away as ſwift as your waves! 


ta = = | hin. Oe 
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Soſthenes now informed me that 
it was time for me to pull off my 
garments of ceremony-, and to take 
my ſcat at table. Tho' unwillingly; 
I followed him. Panthia his wife, 
and his danghter Iſmene approached 
me. After having paid to each other 
the duties required by hoſpitality , 
we ſtept into the hall of entertaine- 
ment which correſponded with the 
magnificence of the maſter. I was 
compelled to take-the firſt place : the 
# ſccond was for Cratiſthenes who had · 


ecaccompagnied me, Cratiſthenes tbe . 


beſt of my friends or tathet my other 
felf, Neit us ſat a prieſt of Jupiter, 
Soſthenes and Panthia. As for Iſmene , 


12 I ſmene 
she ſtood up. Her father had given 
her the charge of filling out the wine, 
Such in heaven is Hebe filling the 
nectar for the Gods At firſt the turn 
of the converſation was ſerious. My 
hoſts praiſed and extolled me: I re- 
plied modeſtly ; but there was ſome- 
thing uneaſy in me, Soſthenes took 
notice of it; he pitied my trouble 
and changed the diſcourſe. Innocent 
gaity was diffuſed throughout the 3 
company. Iſmene, a golden cup in 3 
«her hand, drew near, and preſented 1 
me with it, I blushcd , looked down 
and I durſt not take it. Iſmenias , ſaid | 
Soſthenes, to me, yon are to begin. 3 


Ashamed, young as I was, to receive 
ſo 


and Iſmeni as. 13 
ſo many marks of diſtinction I obe- 
yed. I drank to the name of Jupiter, 
every one did the ſame after me. 

Hardly had I yet looked upon II- 
mene. Grave miniſter of the Gods, 
I was buſied only in acting up to my 
dignity. A glance from my eyes met 
her 's, a ſweet ſurpriſe mixed with 
admiration overſpread my face with 
a modeſt blush ; I fixed my fight upon 
her, and could not take it off. 


However it was but a pure or rather 
an involuntary homage I paid to her 
beauty. My heart had no share in 
it. It was yet unmoved ; but a ſe- 
cond time Iſmene preſented me with 
wine, my hand touched her s; by 
B 


14 I mene 

an irreſiſtible tranſport , I preſſed it. 
It was long before I received the cup; 
but, methinks, she was longer yet 
in giving it to me. Gods | what be- 
came of us in that moment? I do not 
know. How can one expreſs what 
one does not know! We were remar- 
ked. Panthia caſt upon her a ſevere 
look; she trembled at it. By a ſeverer 
look Soſthenes compleated her trou- 
ble. I was ſo bewildered that I did 
not perceive it. Cratiſthenes brought 
-me to my ſenſes. On a fudden , like 
a man who awakes on the brink of 
a precipice , I became conſcious of 
my impruence; but I could not re- 
pent it. We were for a while ſilent. 


N. 


and Iſmenias. 15 
Cratiſtbenes trembled for me; I for 
Iſmene , and she for herſelf. Ar laſt, 
a little recovered , Soſthenes applied 
to me. Why in a day conſecrated to 
merriment do we yield to ſorrow ? 
Is it thus we honour Jupiter ? Is it 
thus that we prepare onrſelves to 
ſolemniſe his feaſt ? Show us that you 
Share in the pleaſure you afford us: 
at theſe words all trouble vanished. 
Serenity returned upon Iſmene's face, 
and my tranquility was reſtored to 
me. She tendered me the cup many 
times; I took it calmly , and gave 
it back with the circumſpection of 
a man who ſuſpects his actions are 
ſcrutinized. After ſome chearful diſ- 

B 2 
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courſe, I took up a lyre, and ſang 
Minerva 's birth, the defeat of the 
Titans, the punishment of Lycaon, 
and the reward of Philemon. I deſ- 
cribed the ſovereign of the Gods ſea- 
ted on his throne amidſt the Immor- 
tals making heaven and earth tremble 
with a frown, and with a ſoftened 
look confirming univerſe upon its 
baſis. 
Applauſes interrupted me ; it was 
late; the company broke up. As Iwas 
led into the appartment deſigned for 
me, I ſaw Iſmene entering. Three 
laves attended her. Their beauty 
could only be eclipſed by that of their | 
miſtreſs. One bore on her head a 


and Iſneni 44. 17 


golden vaſe full of fragrant water, 
another cartied a large baſon of the 
ame metal carved by the divine Al- 
cimedon , whereon napkins artfully 
folded up were laid. The third, in 
an alabaſter veſſel brought the moſt 
exquiſite Arabian perfumes. I was 
obliged to ſubmit to an honout due 
to my employement, They washed 
my feet; Religion juſtifies whatever 
it enjoins. Iſmenia herſelf wiped them, 
Let not the Gods be offended at it; 
then indeed, methought , I was Ap- 
pollo in his bath amidſt the hours. That 
ceremony performed, Iſmene ſaid to 
me with a charming ſmile ; Meſſen- 
ger of Jupiter , may that benevolent. 

B 3 


18 Iſmene 
God afford yon ſweet repoſe! I wil- 
hed to anſwer her; but she was gone. 
I went to bed. Morpheus was not 
long before he shed his poppies on 
my -heavy eye-lids. A light and gen- 
tle ſieep brought again before me the 
events of the day. I ſaw them ſuc · 
ceed in order, or indeed I only ſaw 
Iſmene. Her embaraſſmenr , her blu- 
Shes , her graces made a deeper im- 
preſſion on my faney than when she 
was before my eyes. It was not a 
dream; it was a reality. I ſpoke, I 
liſtened to her with a pleaſure and 
an intereſt that ſurpriſed and flatte- 
red me. I queſtioned my ſelf about 
the reaſon of it; but could not find 


* and Iſmenias. 19 
it. J abandoned all reſearches, and 
without know ving preciſely to what 
I gave my ſelf up, I indulged the 
ſeducing ſenſations which my heart 
embraced , and which became natu- 
ral and neceſlary to it. ; 

Mean time night ended her career; 
Aurora diſpelling her shades announ- 
ced to nature the return of the God 
who viviſies her. Cratiſthenes ente- 
ring my chamber waked me. Friend, 
ſaid I to him, why do you come, 
and diſturb the ſweeteſt moments of 
my life ? Can you, anſwered he, ope- 


ning my windows, and showing me 
it was broad day, can you , Iſme- 
nias , ficep on ſtill ? Does ſloth befir 


Fr — 
# 


20 Iſmene 


an Envoy from the Gods? They will 
excuſe it, replied I in a tranſport. 
They do not impute as crimes the 
favours they beſtow on us. Then I laid 
open to him what Iſmene had done 
for me; but I ſpoke it in an indife - 
rent manner, and without showing 
any gratitude for it. He thought my 
coolneſs was mere affectation, and 
upbraided me with it; however I was 
the dupe of my own heart, and did 
not diſſemble with him. My friend- 
Ship was his ſurety for it. Surpriſed 
to find in me ſo much ſimplicity , he 
ſmiled , and thus explained the mea- 
ning of his ſmile. Iſmene, continued 
he loves you. Imperfect happineſs ! 


and Iſmenias, 21 
I find you do not love her. What is 
it to love, replicd 1 with an inge- 
nuous look ? You will know it one 
day, and perhaps that day is not for 
off. Who will teach ir me? He that 
teaches it to the wole creation, the 
moſt powerful of the Gods, Love, 
their lord and your 's ; and who will 
make me know that God ? Yourſelf 
and Iſmene. * 

Her father came in ſeaſonably to 
interrupt a converſation that began 
to be embaraſſing to me. I was asha- 
med of his viſit being more early 
than mine; it was short, and he 
carried Cratiſthenes along with him 
to give me time to dreſs my (clf. 


22 Iſmene 

I called for my flaves', and was 
in a little time able to mix with the 
company, which was numerous. I had 
many compliments to anſwer , and , 
as all allowed, acquitted my ſelf gra- 
cefully of the task. Iſmene was not 
there; I longed to fee her; never- 
theleſs her abſence left my mind in 
an eaſier ſtare than it would have 
been in, had she been preſent. 

That day had nothing remarkable 
in it. It paſſed away as the prece- 
ding one. The viſits being over, 
we went to ſee the upper part of the 
garden that we had not yet ſeen. The 
beauties there were of a different 
kind, and what they borrowed from 


and Iſmenias. 47. 
art, only contributed to render them 
more pleaſant to the eye. We moun- 
ted a ſpacious terraſs on the right 
hand. Raiſed upon pedeſtals of white 
marble appeared cight brazen groups 
the work of Vulcan or of his moſt 
favoured ſcholars. On the left hand 
ran a baluſtrade of Parian marble: 
Theeyes wandered over fertile plains, 
and diſtant hills ; there Ceres over- 
paying the vows of the greedy huſ- 
bandman , unfolded all her treaſu- 
res. The golden ears fell beneath the 
ſickle, and the giound was covered. 
with them. Aſtonished at his own 
riches, the poſſeſſor of ſo much plenty 
poured out his thanks to the Goddeſs 


24 Iſmene 
for them. A (warm of neceſſitous poor 
find in what he gives up to them 
wherewithal to relieve their miſery; 
there ſun burnt ſlaves quickly erected 
mountains of heaped up sheaves, 
while the oxen groaned under the 
weight of thoſe they dragged away 
with flow ſtep. 
Wwile I was taken up with that 
ſcene , Cratiſthenes admired the ſta- 
tues. I had given them only a flight 
glance; I was then unexperienced , 
and only moved by the objects that, 
from my eyes , palled rapidly , of 
their own accord, to my heart. But 
he who had traverſed over all Greece, 
ho had formed his taſte amidſt the 


wouders 
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wonders of Athens, Delphos, and 
Epheſus , could not refrain from ſpea- 
k'ng loudly in their praiſe. Iſmenias, 
ſaid he, do you ſee that Hercules 
yonder ? What ſtrength , what expreſ- 
fon , what truth in his attitude! How 
calm he is! How firm his gait! His 
arm alone can bear that enormous 
club wherewith he ſcems to play. 
The lyon with a fiery look and briſ- 
tling mane falls upon him; his mouth 
is full of gore ; his bloody claws 
make it ſpout from all the parts of 
the hero's body. Son of Alcmena re- 
double your efforts ; tis after. victory 
only that you will be acknowledged 
the ſon of Jupiter. A dreadful blow 
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has made an end of that "OY 
fierce animal , his head crushed , is 
lying at your feet; you are victo- 
rious. There is, continued he, a 
more ſmiling piece. Venus receives 
the apple from the hands of Paris. 
Do you think it poſſible to contem- 
plate Venus, and yet dare to diſpute 
with her the palm of beauty? Joy 
ſparkles in her eyes; it does not en- 
creaſe her charms; but it ſets them 
off to the beſt advantage. There Cu- 
pids ſport with her Zone: 


In this was ev*ry art and ev*ry charm 
To win the wiſeſt, and the coldeſt warm : 
Fond love, the gentle vow, the gay deſire, 
The kind deceit , the ſtill reviving fire, 
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Perſuaſive ſpeceh, and more perſuaſive ſighs , 
Silence that ſpoke, and eloquence of eyes. 
They applaud her triumph , and 
laugh at the confuſion of her rivals. 
Paris leſs ſenſible of the happineſs 
that muſt attend him, than dazzled 
by all he ſees, ſeemed to thank the 
Goddeſs for the preſent he gave her. 
Who is that other Deity ? Her ma- 
jeſtic and ſtern look at once impreſ- 
ſes reſpe& and awe ; it is Minerva 
who punishes Arachne's pride. She 
is no more that audacious mortal 
who durſt defy her; she is a timou- 
rous girl; her look is the true pic- 
ture of tertor, and she ſtruggles in 
vain to eſcape from the revengeful 
C 2 
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hand that ſtrikes her to the ground. 
Examine her robe which she em- 
broideted herſelf, What elegance in 
the deſign of it! What fineneſs in the 
performance ! Would not one (ay it 
flutters in the breeze. I do not con- 
demn the anger of the Goddeſs; but 
I mourn the fate of her rival. 
That God declares of himſelf who 
he, is; lame, deformed , with his 
short hair, his thick beard, he urges 
on the Cyclops who forge the thun- 
der - bolt, The hammers unequally 
lifred up fall in cadence upon the 
anvil. What does he look at with 
an earneſtneſs mixed with pleaſure ? 
They are the ingenious nets deſigned 
to enwrap Venus and Mars and to 
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expoſe them thus in toils to the al- 
ſembled Gods. Theſe nets eſcape the 
ſight, It is caſter for one to touch, 
than to ſee them. 

Here the Goddeſs is lying in a ſtill 
more ſorrowful poſition. A hideous 
wild boar has juſt torn Adonis to 
pieces; Adonis the pleaſure of het 
eyes, the darling of her heart all 
aver bloody , disfigured , with his 
head reclined upon her knees; she 
receives his laſt breath. Her grief can 
neither be livelier , nor more natu- 
rally expreſſed. Are you not ſenſible 
of it? Unhappy Goddeſs! Thon canſt 
not die. with him, nor canſt thou 
reſtore him to life again. 
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Thus Cratiſthenes familiatiſed me 
with the maſter - pieces of art. He 
was going to explain the others to 
me , when unable ro withſtand the 
impulſe of my curioſity, T haſtily rul- 
hed into a hall before, he ſtile 
of it had, figack” me with thofe im- 
NP hae, * ghichSvery thing that is' 
truly great is apt to make upon the 
mind. The rareſt and moſt finished 
ornaments were placed in ſuch or- 
der that they embelished each other. 
Four large windowsopened a proſpect 
towards the four parts of the world. 
The cicling of it repreſenting the sky 
was ſo perfectly well painted that I 
thought it was the azure vault itſelf, 
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The birds fly, the air fluctuates; ſomèt 
clouds ſpread here and there as by 
chance, are enlightened by the beams 


* 


of the ſun that precipitates his courſe, 

and is in the middle of his career, 
Four pictures fill the ſpace between 

the windows. In the frame of the 


firſt is written the name of Apelles; 
| the ſecond has that of Zeuxis , and 
the third is Protogenes. Whether the 
Painter durſt not ſubſcribe his own , 
or whether he wished to leave to the 
Skilful in his art the merit of gueſ- 
ſing it, the fourth contained no name. 
I ſurveyed it carefully, I looked at 
it, I priced into the myſterious mea · 


ning of the emblems which are the 
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ſubject of it. Motionleſs, buried in 
the deepeſt meditation, my ideas 
ſuddenly cleared up, and as ſuddenly 
beeame obſcure again. What Ithought 
I ſaw was not what I really did ſee. 
Thus a man in the ſull darkneſs of 
night perceives from a-far a faint 
light that guides him for a moment; 
| | vanishes, obſcurity redoubles , and 
he knows no longer Where he is, 

Do you know, ſaid Cratiſthenes to 
me, pulling me by the arm, do you 
know that theſe pictures are not fit 
for you? They might endanger the 
indiference that ſeems to be fo dear 
to you. I will not look at them, anſ- 
wered I , going out in a hurry- 


pa — oo 9 my 


© @ pv 


and Iſmenias. 33 
Meanwhile I had ſeen too much of 
chem to entertain any doubt of their 
being dedicated to the God of love. 
Flames, quivers , arrows, chains, 
and all his other attributes; ſlaves 
either young or old of all characters 
whatever , from every nation, cro- 
wned with roſes were repreſented 
looking paſſionately upon young wo- 
men looſely dreſſed who fly from 
them , and nevertheleſs are willing 
to be ſcen before they hide them- 
ſelves. O Venus! how worthy of your 
ſon are thoſe dangerous objects! 
Here, every thing breathes luxury, 
and promotes it. The. verdure and 
the trees contribute to render his 
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triumph ſtill more complete. Happy 
birds! you may ſafcly abandon your- 
felves to his influence: pleaſure is 
the reward of it; but as for us, it 
falls us aſleep, and we give up in 
feturn for it our quiet and our rea- 
ſon , and where do we find that 
bliſs that fills the meaſute of your 
enjoyement? 

Then Cratiſthenes who penetrated 
into my heart, better than I did my 
ſelf, ſaid to me , that God whom you 
oppoſe in vain , laughs at your re- 
ſiſtance, or rather you can reſiſt no lon- 
ger. Your defeat is unavoidable; but 
do you know what will happen to 
vou? You will experience his power 
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without. knowing his pleaſures. He 
contributes to our happineſs , but 
only in proportion to what we do 
for him. In the name of che Gods, 
replied I, in that of Jupiter under 
whoſe guidance we came hither , for- 
bear a diſcourſe that affects me too 
decply. Iwill, faid he; let us ſpeak 
of ſomething else. 

You are like thoſe ſick bodies whom 
an inward feyer deyours, They grow 
pale, they tremble, every one is ſen- 
ſible of the danger they are in. They 
alone think they leſſen or diſſipate it 
by diſguiſing it to thẽmſelves. I would 
not avow that picture to be mine 3 


but it was drawn to the life. 
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We gave out converſation anothe# 
turn. What we had juſt ſeen ſupplied 
us with ample materials for it. Is it 
poſſible , ſaid I, for a man to shift 
ſo quichly from the greateſt ſimpli- 


City to the moſt immodetate luxury? 


Can one place alone include ſo many 
oppoſite things ? Such are men, 
anſwered he. Extremes are contiguous 
in their hearts. They are aſtonished 
at their agreeing not together , and 
they do not obſerve that they are 
not conſiſtent with themſelves. Mo- 
ved, carried away by preſent objects, 
they always pi upon the laſt as 
being the beſt , or at leaſt it deter- 


mines their actions. Has it any rela- 
tion 
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tion to that which came before , or 


not ? The examination would be too "0 


painful, they avoid it, and ſo are 
never out of conceit with themſelves. 
They do not perceive any variety 
in their own behaviour, nay, they 
think that others are not ſenſible of it. 
Without that idea , without that hint 
from ſelf love, they would either be 
always reaſonable , or always con- 
ſcious of their own folly ; but what 
avails this reaſoning ? Let us not 
look for the means of curing them 
of an error that makes them happy. 
Truth would render them ridiculous. 

Thanks to the Gods , ſaid I. Such 
conſiderations do not concern us, You, 
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are a wiſe man, and I wich to be- 
come fo, Your example, your advice 


Vill help me to it. O dear Cratiſ- 


thenes l how precious, how neceſ- 
fary for me is your friendship! Wi- 
thout it, error would be my portion ; 
and it could not fail of being conſ- 
picuous in the high office which has 
been conferred upon me, Henceforth 
1 shall be no more an obſcure man; 
my countrymen will have a watchful 
eye upon my conduct. If it does not 
anſwer their expectation, if it does 
not even reach beyond it, they will 
deſpiſe me the more, the more they 


have diſtinguished me. All the ways 
20 fortune will be shut againſt me; 
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grown the diſgrace of an illuſtrious 
family, I muſt either banish myſelf, 
or become to it an evetlaſting ob- 
ject of humiliation. Holy friendship! 
thou wilt preſerve me from ſo fatal 
a condition; thou wilt encreaſe in my 
in it towards virtue, It is thy faith- 
ful aſſociate: it befriends ſuch as 
thou delighteſt in. 

Ah, Cratiſthenes! heaven grant 
that I may make you ſenſible of all 
I feel! Propitious Deity! enlighten 
my mind, and then I will pay thee 

2 tribute worthy of thyſelf, 
What is that unknown ardour which 
lends me new expreſſions? It inſpires 
Dz 
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me., Mortals , hearken to me. Daugh- 


ter of heaven thou art the moſt com- 


forting preſent Which, in their love, 


the Gods have bleſſed mankind with. 


Thy officious kindneſs anticipates 
our wishes. | 
Thou giveſt thy ſelf up unſollici- 
ted to the hearts prepared to receive 
thee; The prophane donot know thee. 


And what's their friendship but a name, 
A charm that lulls to ſleep; 5 

| A#hade that follows wealth or fame, 
But leaves the wretch to weep. 


The bonds that tie them to one 
another have nothing pure, or in- 
nocent in them. The Want they are 
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in of each other is the baſis of their 
union. The moſt earneſt offers, the 
tendeteſt proteſtations only relate to 
ſelfich ends, and they receive only 
through cupidity. The apparent gta- 
titude which a kindneſs excites in 
them is nothing but a covetous ſen- 


timent that only continues as long 
as it is ſupported by hope. They are 
not moved by the favours granted, 
but by thoſe they expect. Do theſe 
fail? They fly off, they diſappear. 
They complain of the ingratitude of 
their friends; but did ever the un- 
grateful know what it is to love ? 
How much ve differ from them 
D 3 


fres, the ſame will; all is in com- 
mou beween us. You are happy in me 
only; I breathe, I am happy only 
in you. Your ſoul is mine, and mine 
your's. Charming intercourſe, deli- 
cious taptures ! Wholly foreign to the 
reaſonings of the mind , you are the 
lot of the heart; it alone is poſſeſ- 
ſed of you, and by its effuſions alone 
are you revealed. 

Cratiſthenes interrupted me with 
a ſmile. Perhaps you expect thanks 
from him unto whom you have juſt 
ſaid ſo many endearing things. No, 
dear Iſmenias ; I will not thank you 
for them. Iſmene would be jealous 
of it. What you fancy you feel for 
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me, you feel for her. You deceive 
your (elf, You thought that you had 
painted and deſcribed friendship, 
when you did but deſcribe and com- 
mend love. He that is inſenſible of 


it does not expreſs it ſo well, My 55 


prediction is accomplished; lay aſide 
all diſſembling; you burn; ho ſo, 
ſaid 1, to him with a ſigh? Will 
you banter me into deſpair. Ido not; 
Ivill not love. Far from ſupplying that 
cruel God with arms againſt me, you 
should shield me againſt him. I, re- 
plied he, shall I oppoſe the Gods ? 
They would punish me for it. You, 
yourſelf would take it unkindly of me. 


Jupiter, exclaimed I, protect him 
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whom every one forſakes. Come on; 
let us go to the temple in order to 
fulfil the duties of my office. If no- 
thing but an eſcape can ſave me from 
ſo menacing a danger, I am ready 
to return to Eurycone, If you think 
that the charms of Iſmene can fix me 
here, prevent my ſeeing her again. 
If, in ſpite of my ſelf, I refuſe to 
follow you, make uſe of violence; 
drag me back along with you. So 
ſpeaking ,-I embraced him, I bathed 
his face with tears, I fetched ſighs, 
I groaned; my heart was ready to 
break; I could ſcarce breathe, and, 


_ © to-compleat my anguish, I was obli- 


ged to diſſemble in ſo violent a criſis. 
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Soſthenes was looking for us; but 
Cratiſthenes held him in diſcourſe to 
give me time to compoſe myſelf at 
leaſt apparently, as well as I could. 
Whether Soſthenes was taken up with 
other things, or whether I ated my 
part well, it ſeemed he had not no- 
ticed my cmotion. The repaſt was 
ſerved up; I came in with a fixed 
reſolution of not caſting evenaglance 
at Iſmene, Some God ſurely gave me 
ſtrength, and I was calm. I applauded 
my ſelf for it; nay; I know not, 
in my falſe ſecurity, if I went not ſo 
far as to defy love. The ſupper was 
yet more ſumptuous than the firſt. It 
was caly for me to ſee from the de- 
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licacy ans excellency of the enter- 
tainment that Soſthenes had been ta- 
ken unawares the night before. I had 
leiſure to examine the arrangement 
of it. Iſmene was abſent. I did not 
long ſo much to ſee her, but accul- 
tomed my ſelf to that privation. I 
was eaſy, at leaſt I believed I was. 
Jupiter, ſaid I to my ſelf, I give thee 
thanks; thou has wrought within me 
4 ſudden , a happy change. Alas! 
Jupiter himſelf made a | joke” of my 
weakneſs. 

Two hours had paſled away , and 
I had shown no- ſenſible emotion, 
or diſquietude. Already I hoped the 
danger was over. The entertaine- 
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ment drew towards an end; we were 
ready to riſe from table. Fatal mo- 
ment | behold, Iſmene at the head 
of the moſt beautiful maidens of Au- 
lycone entered with a modeſt coun- 
tenance. Her artleſs hand had tied 
ber fair treſſes, part of which were 
rolled on her head in ringlets , part 
waved on her shoulders which were 


more white than new fallen (aw. 
Every one burſt into acclamations-;3 


their eyes wander in doubt amidſt 


ſo many ravisbing objects. Mine were, 


fixed ; with my whole ſoul in them, 
they were bent upon Iſmene. At the 
harmonious ſound of het lyte, het 
companions inſtantly formed an 


1 
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elegant dance, broke off , reſumed 
their meaſure , and directed and ac- 
tuated by her, executed all that the 
art of dancing, and genuine gtaces 


are capable of ataining. 


In the mean time Soſthenes bade 
his daughter ſing, all was ſilent. 

Gods! what melody, what ſweeneſs, 
whar extent, what taſte , what ſoul 
in her voice! Is it Philomela, or the 
Syrens who ſing ? No, it is Iſmene. 
My ſenſes were ravished. Cratiſthe- 
nes remarked it but too much, and, 


- with a low voice, ſaid to me shall 


ve ſtill go back to Eurycone 2 Scarce 
did I hear. him, Ah! ſeducing plea- 


- ſures, how dear I have paid for you! 


Every 
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Every one now retired ; the sky was 
ſerene ; a dead calm reigned through- 
out nature. I alone was agitated. 
In vain I called for reſt ; my trouble 


encreaſed with my endeavours to re- 


move it; it roſe to the higheſt pitch; 
it could increaſe no more, and tho? 
oppreſſed by it, I felt it no leſs ſen · 
fibly. Fool that T was, I yet ſtrove 
to hide from myſelf the cauſe of it; 
I aroſe, walked with great ſtrides ; 
ſtopt, went to bed again, and again 
lept out of it as from a burning pile. 
Thus a roe buck that one of Diana's 


Nymphs has wounded in the woods 
of Cynthia ſtrives in vain to force 
out the arrow that galls him; he fills 


| 
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the air with his ſcreams, he rambles 
about as his pain leads him; it at- 
tends him every where, and nothing 
allays it. 

I was in that unhappy condition, 
when cowards the middle of the night, 
a glittering light ſtruck my eyes; 1 
heard a diſmal noiſe like that of thun- 
der. Placed upon a magnificent car, 
Love appeared before me in all his 
majeſty, His numerous train attended 
him, and cried, Iſmenias confeſs 
the ſovercign of nature, proſtrate 
thyſelf, and worship him. I fell down 
at his feet without knowing what I 
did. Love, a bow in his hand, with 
a threatening look and a face infla- 
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med with wrath rejected my invo- 
luntary homage. Here is the auda- 
cious mortal who oppoſes my autho- 
riry. Thou alone haſt a mind to ef- 
cape from me: that God whoſe mi- 
niſter thou entitleſt thy (elf, that God 
himſelf can not withſtand me. Die, 
inconſiderate wretch ; I now reject a 
heart that rejected me. I will have 
thy blood. Like a victim that a prieſt 
is going to ſlay, Iwaited for the mor- 
tal blow ; the arm was lifted up ; 
the bow was bent and the faral ar- 
row was ready to fly ; his revenge 
was at the point of being ſatisfied, 
when on a ſudden a thouſand con- 
fuſed voices of admiration aroſe from 

E i 


Fa Tſmene 

every patt ; Love ſtopped „and won» 
dered at the occaſion of it. A reſpect- 
ful ſilence ſeized his retinue; I alſo 
looked and ſaw Iſmene with a crown 
of roſes upon her brow , anda wreath 
of flowers in her band. She came on 
with a timid aſpect; tho' her mo- 
tions were regulated by the Graces; 
she caſt herſelf at the feet of the God, 
and embraced his knees; she bedewed 
them with tears; but durſt not, could 
not ſpeak. Love underſtood the mea - 
ning of that eloquent ſilence. How , Iſ- 
mene, ſaid he, raiſing her from the 
ground; you have a concern, you 
Shed tears fot an ingrate who braves 
both my power and your charms. Let 
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me punish him; your glory and mine 
require it. Forbear ſovereign of the 
Gods, ſaid she with a ſoft and mo- 
deſt accent; Iſmenias is no more a 
tebel; he is your ſlave, your votary; 
he fighs , he loves. O Iſmene ! you 
read in my heart. 

- Surpriſed with my adventure, L 
could not ſay whether to complain 
or rejoice at it. Freed from incerti- 
tude with regard to my ſituation, I 
now knew my paſſion and the object of 
it; I gave way to pleaſant proſpects, 
my fancy hurried me; it ſoared on 
the wings of hope. Flattering chi- 
metas! why did you diſappear? Why 
did you leave me to myſelf? The 
E 3 
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moſt impetuous agitations toſſed my 
mind, I burned with a fire that con- 
ſumed me. My defires broke looſe. 
Imene , cried I, come and share in 
my tranſports; yield tomy impatience ; 
you love me then; yes, you do; I 
ſee my happyneſs in your eyes. What 
can ſtop you? But who are thoſe 
monſters that bar my way to you ? 
Their cold poiſon chills me. Cruel 
viciſſitude! I can no longer bear you. 
Awaked by my cries and my ſobs, 
Cratiſthenes came into my chamber. 
Friend, ſaid I with a figh ; love has 
accomplished; his revenge; he has 


juſt now exhauſted upon my heart all 


the arrows in his quiver, all the fires 
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of his torch; I love; but what avails 
that acknowledgement ? You knew it 
before, and had you not known it, 
my trouble would have told you. I 
love, ſaid I, with a faltering accent. 
O Jupiter! O Venus! O Iſmene! 
Cratiſthenes anſwered my com- 
plaints with a long fit of laughter. 
I feared your complaint was of a dif- 
ferent nature, ſaid he, compoſe your 
ſelf; and endeavour to reſt. So ſaying, 
he would have quitted me; but I held 
him. I laid before him an exact ac- 
count of the Wrath of love, of his 
threats, and of his triumph. Iſmene , 
continued I, bas preſerved my life; 
how much ought I to be bound to 
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her for it! Iſmene has rendered me 
tender and ſenſible, and she will ever 
be the object of my affection. Love 
has no arrows left; he can no more 
wound me for any other; at leaſt, 
replied Cratiſthenes, you are where 
I wished you to be; you love and 
your paſlion is dear to you, it en- 
groſſes your whole mind; you ſpeak 
of nothing elſe. Sleep is now heavy 
upon my eyes ; farewell. He went 
away; I found my ſelf alone again, 
and again I ſunk into my fantaſtical 
conceits. Inſenſibly a calm ſucceeded 
ro my agitation ; a ſweet tempera- 
ture glided throngh my ſenſes ; I fell 


aſleep. Love ! ſleep reſpects thy po- 
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ver; obedient dreams put on all the 
forms thou are pleaſed to give them; 
they turn them into reality in the 
fancy of ſuch as thou ſendeſt them 
to. Fair Iſmene ! you look down; 
you are ſilent; what do I ſee? Me- 
thinks you shun me; ſtay ; I am no 
longer that ſtubborn lover unable to 
appreciate the value of your kindneſs , 
who durſt not look at you; who 
avoided your charms. I am an ear- 


| neſt , a paſſionate lover; enjoy a 
| change that you , yourſelf alone could 
| effectuate. What are you affraid of? 
My conſtancy shall juſtify the ardour 
| of my deſires. I took her hand ; I 
. kiſſed it a thouſand times, I preſſed 
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it in mine, All the fire in my heart 
came up to my lips ; they burned, 
and I imprinted them on her's ; she 
reliſted , and ſtrove to make her el. 
cape 3 love held her ; he removed 
her fears, and increaſed my temerity. 
Our ſighs mingled , her eyes were 
filled with a ſeducing languor , she 
was troubled , her mind wavered. A 
ſet of officious loves with their ar- 
rows frightened away timid modeſty 
who fled with down. caſt looks. Lo- 
ve | why do you lay your band 
before my mouth? Fear not; I am 
diſcreet ;' Iſmene you weep 3 your 
ſpirits revive; your anger allarms me. 
Can my tranſports offend her who 
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has cauſed, and who ſeems to au- 
thoriſe them ? Dear Iſmenias , tem- 
per their eagerneſs , ſaid she; ſpare 
my weakneſs. We ought to reſpect 
what we love. If you love me, my 
tears Should reſtrain you; if you do 
not, you are too cruel to urge me 
fo far. I was afraid of diſpleaſing her, 
and ashamed to ſubmit ; yet I did 
not dare ſnatch a victory I had fo 
eagerly purſued ; but my eyes i grow 
dim; I look for Iſmene ; I find her no 
more; both my voice and ſtrength 
forſake me. Unknown emotions 
work within me, my heart pants; I 
wake Shivering. Ye Gods! if a dream 
has ſuch powerful charms, what then 
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mult be the extacy of real pleaſures ? 
Come again delicious illuſions ; I call 
for you in vain ; Morpheus is gone 
away; I can neither leave my couch, 


nor fall aſleep again. I now ſunk. 


into an ocean of confuſed ideas which 
I am unwilling to unravel; and I cal- 
led to my mind all the particulars of 
my dream. 

To remember, an imaginary feli- 
city is to exchange one chimera for an 
other ; but as ſays a Poet : 


Our fancy oft by fleeting dreams beguil'd 
Extatic , roves the viſionary wild , 


Purſues , o' ertakes the phantom it has made, 
And joys ſubſtantial draws from empty shade: 
A while the dream that ſum of bliſs ſupplies 
Which niggard nature to mankind denies. |, 
In 
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la the mean time the sbades of 
night had given way to Aurora who 
fearing in her turn the looks of the 
God of night fled into the arms of 
the mortal she loves. 

I repaired to the appartment of 
Cratiſthenes , we ſtept into the gar- 
den together, and thence into the 
hall, Thoſe pictures which the pre- 
ceding day had appeared ſo dange- 
tous to me, no longer anſwered the 
idea I had till then formed of love. 
Their expreſſion was weak, unani-/ 
mated.” He that had drawn them was 
unacquainted with love, otherwiſe, 
he would have given that God more 
graces, more fire, more charms. The 
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flaves around him had not that lan- 
guishing extatic expreſſion which 
procceds from the heart, and works 
upon that of a true lover; but, ex- 
claimed I, among ſo many beautyful 
objects, I do not find Iſmene. Did 
they not dare to draw her? Did they 
_ know that ſometimes nature goes far 
beyond the limits of imagination, 
and that art may improve What it 
fancies , tho' it is always inferior to 
reality. No, no, they did well to 
leave out Iſmene. How would they 
have painted love? She would have 
erbelished the triumph by eclipſing 
bim who triumphs. 

Suddenly changing the diſcourſe, 
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I addreſſed to the Gods theſe words 
which ſtruck Cratiſthenes with ama- 
zement. It is done, Love; thou pre- 
yaileſt. Eurycone now is nothing to 
me. Iſmene's country becomes mine. 
I am a Citizen of Aulycone 5 Thus 
then, interrupting me with. a ſtern 
look, Iſmenias does not recollect that 
he is the Envoy of Jupiter, and 
running into extremes, he gives him- 
ſelf entierly up to a paſſion that he 
lately dreaded ſo much. Iſmenias a 
Citizen of Aulycone! Gods | Is it true 
that I heard thoſe words ? Are you 
forgerful of all you owe to the ten- 
der affection of your father? Do you 
ennſider no more that your diſtracted 
F 2 
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mother - longs for your return ? All 
their love is centered in you , and 
Lill you break their hearts? Who 
will receive their laſt breath? Who 
will cloſe their eyes? Cratiſthenes, 
cried I, you have ſmoothed for me 
the way to perdition ; I wished to 
flee ; it was yet time, you oppoſed 
my wish. What a moment do you 
now take to tear me from myſelf! 
O Themantens ! O Dianthes ! your 
unhappy ſon is no longer ſtrong 
enough to follow the dictates of his 
duty: a fatal paſſion renders him in- 
ſenſible of your tenderneſs, of your 


tears, of all that is not Iſmene. It is 
in vain that the imperious voice of 
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honour inſiſts upon being liſtened to; 
that honour formerly ſo prevalent with 
me, has now but impotent accents 
that ſcarcely reach my ears. So ſpea- 
king I looked at Love. He was proud 
of my weakneſs, and J praiſed my- 
ſelf for the shameful ſacrifice I made 
to him of my reaſon. 

Cratiſthenes was exaſperated at it; 
I own , faid he that I foretold you 
would love; I went farther; I oppo- 
ſed your ſcruples 3 I diſpoſed your 
| heart to receive the impreſſions that 
Iſmene ought to make on it: I faw 
from the ſenſibility of its bias that 
pou reſiſted only through shame, and 
timidity. Is that to be the cauſe of 
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your ruin? Could I foreſee that love, 
which makes virtue flourish and im- 
proves it in an honeſt heart, should 
_ deſtroy your's. No, dear Iſinenias, 
I had a better opinion of you , and 
I ſtill preſerve it. You muſt uſe your 
beſt endeavours againſt yourſelf, The 
ſtruggle is hard ; but glory is the 
reward of it. Love Iſmene , do; 1 
give my conſent to it ; but love her 
in a manner worthy. of her. Myſtery 
ought to be inſeparable from love. 
The ſmalleſt indiſcretion could undo 
you both. You are a lover; but you 
are a miniſter of Jove. Ulyſles is the 
object of your admiration ; let him be 
the model of your conduct. He pre- 
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fered his country to a Goddeſs and 
immortality, Does not that example 
inſpire you with emulation 3 Do you 
want a more powerful incitement 2 
I find it in Iſmene herſelf. Learn to 
dive into the hearts of women. They 
love glory. It would be vexatious for 
the moſt impaſſioned among them to 
ſee her lover miſs the opportuniy of 
acquiring it. She murmurs at the cruel 
Deity that ſevers her from the object 
of her affection, she ſighs, she groans, 
che: melts into tears; she will have 
bim ſigh, and weep with her; but 
She will have him go away. Conſult 
Iſmenc and you will ſee if I deceive 
you. I was ſenſible of the truth of 


68 ; Iſmene 


the arguments he enforced upon me, 
but, through weakneſs, I did not 
agree to them. My ſilence was pain- 
ful to him; but he pitied me, and 
ſeeing Soſthenes coming up to us, 
he apprized me of it, juſt time 
enough to recover myſelf in ſome 
degree. 

Soſthenes, tho' he could not but 
ſuſpect my paſſion for his daughter, 
and the return with which she was like- 
ly to repay it, nevertheleſs cntertained 
far different intentions from mine as 
to her ſettlement in life ; but the 
Gods would not allow thenf to take 
place. Being within hearing, Soſ- 
thenes informed us that all was ready 
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for the ſacrifice which the next day 
we were to offer up to Jupiter. Af- 
ter having taken a turn, and {poke 
together about matters of no concern, 
we entered the hall of entertainment. 
"I think it was ſtill more ſplendid 
than thoſe which went before; but 
let Cratiſthenes be judge of it. For 
my part I was wholly taken up with 
Iſmene. I committed all the follies 
that a youth who loves for the firſt 
time may be ſuppoſed guilty of. The 
lels I wished them to appear, the 
more I repeated them. Iſmene's pru- 


dence prevented their being noticed: 
if my hand touched her's, she drew 
it back in a modeſt and unaffected 
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manner. If I was looking at her, 
She turned her eyes from me. If my 


words, my, geſtures had any thing 


ſuſpicious in them , a glance from 
her eyes warned me that I was wat- 
ched. I conſtrained myſelf, at leaſt 
I thonght I did fo, and was migh- 
tily pleaſed with my diſcretion. I 
flattered myſelf that the ſecret of my 
heart was known only to Iſmene. 
How foolish are lovers | They fan- 
cy , even at the time they betray 
themſelves that, with his veil , love 
blinds ſuch as might obſerve them, 
and that he is the only witneſs to 
their actions. 

Supper ended. I know not whethe: 
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Fate or not, and had not my hand 
met Iſmene's when she preſented me 
with the cup , I should not remem- 
ber that I had drunk ; but I never 
hall forget that I got a look from 
Iſmene. Goddeſs whoſe tender ſen- 
timents maſter my heart! O Venus! 
whoſe lively and flattering expreſ- 
fions move the Immortals as 
much as thy charms. Iſmene looked 
at me. Thou haſt rendered me ſen- 
ſible of the ſweetneſs of that look , 
teach me to expreſs the value of it. 
Soſthenes took me by the hand, and 
ſpoke ro me in this manner. 
Iſmenias you have been here the 
preſcribed time. Our cuſtom is to 
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employ it in paying to the miniſters 
of the Gods the honours due to 
their perſons and their office. Over- 
joyed to poſſeſs you, believe me, we 
wish we could always keep you 
among us; but the pleaſure of hoſ- 
pitality ought to yield to the duties 
of religion. Let us ſet out to morrow 
for Eurycone. There the ſovercign 
of rhe 'Gods requires a ſacrifice from 
us. Go to reſt with Cratiſthenes ; he 
ſaid and left me alone. When the 
thunder bolt falls with a rattling crash 
at the feet of a traveller upon whom 
darkneſs comes unawares, he is leſs 
terrified than I was when I heard thoſe 
fatal words. I remained deprived of 
voice 
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voice and motion. I thought that, 
with a blow of his ſcythe , death had 
hurled me head - long into the abyſs 
of Tartarus. To that mute anguish- 
ſucceeded groans and grieyous 'ac- 
cents. No; cried 1; I will not for- 
fake Iſmene; my life depends upon 
her preſence , I will live and die 
In the mean time she was walking; 
I perceived her, and when 1 was con- 
fident she was alone, is it you, (aid 
I, dear Iſmene ? She went off without 
anſwering me. I caught her by her 
gown; and endeavoured to ſteal a 
kiſs from her ; Iſmenias, ſaid she, 
ee your miniſtry, ot at 
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leaſt the ſacred garments of it which 
vou Wear. Nothing reſtrains you? 
Is a kiſs worth the danger to which 
you- expoſe us both ? We are wat- 
ched; perhaps we are ſeen. 
Iſmenias yoù do not hearken to 
me. How different you are from what 
you were yeſterday. Modeſt , even 


shy, you durſt not look at me. 


While she was ſpeaking thus, I held, 
I preſſed her hand, I kifſed and ba- 
thed it with tears. Alas, ſaid I, fet- 
ching a deep ſigh ! How dear will 


this moment of pleaſure coſt me |! 1 


Shall ſee you no more after tomor- 
row'; I return to E Neone. And ſo 


Jo I, anſwered she but ing from me. 


— 
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I heard a noiſe, and 1 did not date 

to follow her. It was Cratiſthenes 

who lying under a thick myrtle tree, 

had moved the branches of it. Dar- 

kneſs hindered me from recollectiug 

him, and fearing leſt he should be 

ſome ſlave of Soſthenes, I shunned 

him. How now ,. ſaid he, in a Jeſt, 

are you afraid of the shaking of a 

leaf? You are roo ready to part from 

a miſtreſs whom perhaps you are 

doomed to ſee no more. Partake of 

my joy, replied I, taking him about 

the neck, Iſmene goes along with us. I 

| know it from herſelf ; help me to 
| find her again; perhaps she is in the 
| garden yet. No, ſaid he, I will not 
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follow you; you love, your buſineſs 
s to fit up, and mine to ſleep. I leave 
Fou with a better aſſiſtant, love. 
So ſaying, he parted from me. I ran 
- over all the walks, all the windings; 
I ſtopt, I liſtened , I heard nothing. 
I called upon Iſmene, but she anſ- 
| wered not. I grew anxious and im- 
I had ſeen her juſt the moment 
before; but can one ſee too much 
of -her we love. I was to depart with 
her the next day; but that day ſeemed 
to be too far off: 


Oh Love! how ſwiftly fy thy hours away 
- When we are bleſſed ! How tedious are thy minutes 
- When cruel abſence parts two longing lovers4 


FA accuſed the Gods, I accuſed I- 


mene; but ſoon in order to clear her, 


I ſaid to myſelf she knows not that 
thou art looking for her; but, at the 
fame moment I ſaid again, ought she 
not to gueſs it. 

At laſt after many uſeleſs com- 
plaints, I thought she had retired into 
the houſe ; I was miſtaken; she told 
me ſince she had heard me; but, tho 
the was conſcious of the purity of 
her heart, neyerthele(s fearing me 
and herſelf, she fo far got the bettet 
of her inclination as to withſtand-the 
hints of love who pk proved 
a dangerous adviſer. 


aden doſe my eyelids alla 
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Sleep eithet reſpects or fears lovers. 
He knows that they prefer their 
dreams to his favours. The ſoul, in 
its extacy, imparts to the body a kind 
of ſweet annihilation that ſupplies 
the place of reſt. Who is the true 
lover who has not experienced it ? 

A confuſed noiſe of voices warned 
me that it Vas time to riſe. Soſthenes 
entering my chamber ſtarted at finding 
me ſtill in bed. Iſmenias, ſaid he, all 
is ready for your departure ! Put on 
your clothes, and come to the tem- 


ple. I found the inhabitants of Auly- 


cone waiting for us at the gate of 
it. We went thither amidſt univetſal 


actlamations. The ſolemnity of this 


and Iſmenias. 79 
day was equal to that of our arrival 
I received the ſame honours ; they 
could not be greater : Iſmene had no 
poſſibility of ſpeaking to me; but 1 
read her content in her eyes, and that 
she appropriated thoſe honours to 
herſelf, Love makes all common bet- 
ween lovers. 

The ſacrifice being over, we em- 
barked ; the navigation was happy: 
Our Citizens diſcovered our ship from 
afar.” Iſmene excited the ſurpriſe and 
admiration of all that ſaw her. 

Caps, hands, andtonguesapplaudherto cherkies. 


I preſented my gueſts to my father, 
and with an expreſſive look, I told 
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him how welcome I had been to them. 
Themiſteus thanked them for it in ſo 
pathetical a manner, that they thought 
he did more for them, than they had 
done for me. 

Dianthea made much of Iſmene ; 
che could not forbear kiſſing and ca- 
reſſing her; I was jealous of it; but 
she was only the momentary truſtce 
of thoſe kiſſes; I took them all from 
her. 1 

While I was complimented on my 
return, my father showed Soſthenes 


his houſe and garden. The models of 


them both were of his own compo- 
fition. In them were not to be found 
thoſe ſtriking beauties which we ad- 
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mite in theſe magnificent palaces 
wherein. the voluptuous greek equals „ 
if not ſurpaſſes the luxuty of the kings 
of Aſia. Every thing there was plain 
and convenient without either oſten- 
tation or prodigality. The taſte and 
visdom of the proprietor made up 
for the want of ornaments. Soſthenes 
accuſtomed in his own abode to ſta- 
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g telineſs and marvellous pomp, ſighed 

at his miſtake. O Themiſteus , ſaid 
he, how many treaſures have I la- 
| vühed in building a houſe infinitely" 


leſs pleaſant than your's | Happy the 
man who loves and follows the ſim- 
ple dictates of nature! That reflexion 


gave room to many others which de- 
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ceived the time till ſupper. They ſat 


down to table. I shall not deſcribe 


the entertainment. 

The anſterity of Themiſteus' man- 
ners had banished profuſion from it; 
but it had preſerved delicacy in the 
meats, and cleanlineſs in. the mode 
of ſerving them, The wiſe man 


is neither profuſe nor niggardly; but 
a friend to good management. Eco- 


nomy directs all his actions. As we 
endeavoured to omit nothing that 


#friendship and hoſpitality required of 


us, ſo were we ſucceſsful enough to 

ſee our gueſts ſenſible of, and thank- 

ful for our efforts to pleaſe them. 
Ihe converſation was pleaſant, and 


N 
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gay; ſuch as it muſt be betwixt peo- 
ple of merit who value and begin 
to love each other. It was with ex- 
quiſite pleaſure that Iſmene and I ſaw 
the dawn of an union, which promi- 
ſed to promote ours, take place bet- 
veen our parents. Deceitful hope! in 
the midſt of joy fortune was driving 
us down a dreadfal precipice from 
which, with all his power, Love 
could hardly ſave ' us. 

Towards the third watch of the 
night, out relations, and all "thoſe 
who had come from Aulycone repai- 
ted to the temple of Jupiter. I did 
not accompany them. My miniſterial 
character exempted me from it. As for 
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Iſmene, she had retired to her cham- 
ber, becauſe decency did not allow 
young women to be ſeen in public 
during the night. 

I went to mine; but finding that 
it would be impoſlible for me to ſleep, 
IL left it, and groping through the 
dark, walked into the garden. I there 
drew near a bower which I prefered 
to thoſe of Citherea notwithſtanding 
their celebrity. It was ſet with jeſla- 
min, honey -ſuckles , roſe bushes , 
and acacia- intermingled with lime 
trees. They caſt forth ſweet odours 
which perfumed Iſmene's apartment 
that overlooked that pleaſant place 
of retirement. Except the nightingale 
who, 
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who , with melodious accents, war- 
bled ber unthwarted loves, and ſola- 
ced the lover unſucceſsful in his; 
all befides in nature ſeemed to enjoy 
the repairing balm of ſleep. The miſ- 
tcrious light of the moon working its 
way through the thick branches that 
oppoled it, glimmered on her win- 
dows by means of which I ſaw they 
were half open. I came on with flow 
ſep , and hearkned to a voice which 
at once enchanted and troubled my 
heart. It pronounced my name ; 1 
whiſpered that of Iſmene. Attired in 
a night dreſs that showed her fine 
frame in all its genuine elegancy, the 
appeared at the window, Iſmenias, 
H 


86 Iſmene 


ſaid she, in an ill articulated accent ; 
is it you? What do you do there at 
this time of night? I thought you were 
in bed. I make a better uſe, anſwered 
I, of the moment of my life hence- 
forth conſecrated to you alone. I did 
not dare to hope for the pleaſure. of 
ſeeing you; but I was ſure of amends 
being made me for any diſapointment, 
by the pleaſure of watching near the 
place of your reſt. I did wish you 
might enjoy the ſoundeſt ſleep, and 
that it might convey to your mind 
the idea of him whom you have inſ- 
pired with the tendereſt ardour that 
ever enflamed a human breaſt. I did 
wish that, when awaked, the (oft 
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remembrance of your dreams might 
render you as ſenſible of the paſſion 
as he is, and that, when our of bed, 
and looking at the newblown roſe 
which the firſt ſun - beam calls forth 
out of its bud, you might ſay, beau- 
teous flower , you are the temporary 
object of zephyr's love; withered 
as ſoon as full blown, his love flies 
away with your beauty; but our's 
will be everlaſting. I do not know , 
replied she, What are the dreams that 
Morpheus intends for me, bur if they 
muſt- be the repreſentation of what 
pleaſed me during day - light, Ifine- 
nias will have nothing to complain 
of. Sovereign of my ſoul, ſaid FF 
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you pour into it both pleaſure and 
comfort. Would to the Gods that we 
might be united together! What is 
life for me without you? Nothing 
but a troubleſome burden infinitely 
worſe than death itſelf. My father che- 
rishes me; my happyneſs is near his 
heart. Far from finding fault with 
my paſhon, he will omit nothing to 
obtain your parents acquieſcence. 
Themiſteus is well born; he is rich; 
he is not to be deſpiſed; but if Soſ- 
thenes does not find me a proper 
match for you, then witneſs thoſe 
charms which I worship, never shall 
Iſmenias burn but for Iſmene. Were 
Jupiter to leave me the maſter of my 
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deſtiny , and to allow me to chooſe 
among all the Goddeſſes, I would 
make more account of you than of 
them all together. If Venus herſelf 
sbould offer me both her favours 
and immortality, I would rather die 
with Iſmene than be immortal with 
che Goddeſs. 

I have opened my ſoul to you, ſaid 
de, equally unable to diſſemble, as 
to reſiſt the will of the Gods who are 
pleaſed to kindle in the heart of a 
ſimple maiden a flame which can not 
but be innocent, fince the object of 
it is the miniſter of Jove, I am far 
from repining at it; but ler us break 


off a diſcourſe that we muſt not out 
H 3 
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of prndence and decency ſpin out any 
longer. Our patents will ſoon return, 
perhaps they are now on their way 
home. May they be favourable to our 
vows! So ſaying, she wished mea good 
night; I echoed it in all the exulta - 
tion of my heart. 

We ſeparated in good time. Har- 
dly had reached my chamber, when 
the compaing- returned. I retired to 
bed, and feder had a calmer ſleep. 
Let no body ſay that we find in our 
dreams happy or fatal preſages either 
of the good, or evil that is to be- 
fall us; mine were pleaſant. 
Sure of the heart of Iſmene, a ſoft 
ſerenity beamed in my face; Cratiſ- 
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thenes complimented me upon it ; 
but my joy did not laſt long. Soſ- 
thenes , coming up to my father be+ 
fore us all, ſaid to him, Wiſe Themiſ- 
teus, it is not to us, but to Jupiter 
that are to be referred the honours 
you have paid us. As the firſt cauſe 
of your kindneſs toward us, he will 
reward you for it. Let us mah chaſte, 
and thank him by a ney; ſacrifice. 
A buſineſs of moment calls me back 
to Aulycone. Tho' unknown to my 
daughter, it concerns her. | 

Convinced as I am of her dutiful- 
nels , I have promiſed her in mar- 
nage. The young man I delign for 
het is amiable z he has morals , birth. 
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and ſenſe ; he is affectionately atta- 
ched to me. I shall have in bim ra- 
ther a ſon, than a ſon in law. He 
urges me to keep my word, and 1 
am going to fulfil it. There will be 
nothing wanting to their happineſs, 


if you will honour their nuptials 


with your preſence , and you, char- 
ming Iſmenias, come to embelish the 


pomp of it. 
What was my ſicuation when Iheard 


him pronounce theſe words. A deadly 
chill ran through my whole frame. 
Whether it was noticed, or unnoticed, 
I can not tell; I know that it was 
extreme. Overwhelmed with that 
unexpected event, Iſmene turned pale, 
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and hiding her face with her hands, 
feigned a violent head - ake. They 
carricd her to her bed. Panthia uneaſy 
about her danghter's health whoſe 
indiſpoſition increaſed, ſtaid with her» 
and was unwilling to go to the tem- 
ple. While they were aſſembling in 
order to repair thither , I ſtole away; 
I was called for, but did not anſwer, 
and deſpiſing the danger I expoſed my 
ſelf to, I crept into Iſmene's cham- 
ber. Cloſely embraced, heaving ſighs, 
and burſting into tears, our groans 
were long our only interpreters. What 
a heart-breaking , what a woeful con- 
dition! Love, thou ſaweſt the exceſs 
of our griefs 3 they moved thee to 
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take ſome pity on us. Thou mighteſt 
have put an end to them , bur thou 
wert pleaſed to try us before hand. 
However dear and precious a thing 
may be to us, it is always more 
ſo , when we are on the point of lo- 
ſing it. I then forcibly felt the truth 
of this reflection. Iſmene's charms 
Shone with redoubled luſtre ; I had 
not yet ſeen her ſo handſome , and 
never had I fo fondly loved her, Her 
filence , her ſorrow , her languishing 
and dejected looks, all contributed 

to the encreaſe both of my Love and 

my deſpair. 

Alas, ſaid I, you were but too right 

in your ſurmiſes. We ate on the brinł 
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of a ſeparation. Iſmene ! muſt I loſe 
you? Shall an other poſſeſs your hearr 
which is due to me alone? Shall ano- 
ther owe his happineſs to you. Iſ- 
mene l can you conſent to it, and can 
I think of it without dying. 


Oh, the pain of pains 
is when the fair one whom our ſoul is fond of 
Cives tranſport and receives it from another. 


Fear not, ſaid she. The day thay 
Shines upon that fatal union shall be 
the laſt of my life. Thou weepeſt; 
but what do tears avail? Is there no 
hope left for us? The only courſe we 
can take, replied I, my deſpair will 
point out, Woe to the authors of our 
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misfortunes, to the rash young man 
who dares avow himſelf my rival; 
woe to thyſelf, Soſthenes. What doſt 
thou ſay , Iſmenias ? Can thy paſſion 
diſtra& thee ſo far, and betray thee 
into mixing a threat with the name 
of my father ? Ought he not to be 
ſecure from the outrages of the man 
who demands me of him? Do not 
lay our miſeries to his charge. Let 
appearances be What they will, he 
may be ignorant of our mutual affec- 
tion , or at leaſt how deeply Cupid 
has been pleaſed to wound us in fo 
Short a ſpace. Ah ! Iſmene ! does he 
not know that I have a hcart and 
that I have ſeen you ? Far diſtent 
evils, 
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evils, continued she, trouble our 
realon ; but the preſent ones annihi- 


late it. I can not make uſe of mine, 


and-perhaps it is in vain that I en- 
treat you to call forth your's. I. ſee 
nothing but the horror of our condi- 
tion. My poor Parents! but for me, 
how happy would you have been! 
Shall I have it one day in my power 
to atone for my offenſes! But you, 
o Gods! who diſtract my mind with 
a tyrannical paſlion which I can not 
command, at leaſt make them amends 
by other bleſſings. Think no more, 
Iſmenias, of thoſe wild projects of 
which the idea alone terriſies me, 
Chuſe for yourſelf , chuſe for me the 
I 
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the courſe we are to take. I give my- 
ſelf up to your direction. Thoſe vio- 
lent ſtruggles between her affection 
and her duty were too much for her 
to bear. Her colour fled from her 
cheek, her eyes cloſed, and she ſwoon- 
ed away under their oppreſſing agi- 
tation. This ſcene overwhelmed me; 
I thought she was dead, and I reſol- 
ved to dic with her. Love ſtopt het 
fugitive ſoul ; he reſtored her to life 
again, My joy and gratitude were 
extreme 3 bur Iſmene checked their 
impetuoſity, and ſaid to me, let us 
not waſte theſe precious moments , 
and ſince this is our unavoidable deſ- 
tiny, let us part for a short time that 
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we may meet never more to be ſe- 
patated. | 
Full of a thouſand projects the exe- 
eution whereof ſeemed cafy to me; 
but which were ſo in my fancy only, 
I flew to the temple. The ſacrifice 
vas begun. Already the blood of the 
ſlaughtered victims had trickled down 
into the vaſes deſigned to receive it. 
Already the ſacriſicer, finding in their 
bowels favorable omens, had urged 
Soſthenes to accomplish a mariage 
acceptable to the Gods; when on a 
ſudden a huge eagle ſtooped down 
upon the entrails which he tore to 
pieces, and taking them up with his 
talons , flew away, The ſacred knife 
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flid from rhe hands of the prieſt; he 
retired from the altar a ſudden hor- 
ror ſeized on the minds of all the 
ſtanders by, conſternation appeared 
on the faces, even of the leaſt timid 
among them. Nothing was to be 
heard but groans and lamentations. 
Each perſon apprehended for him- 
ſelf the misfortune which this prodigy 
foretold.; it concerns but me, cried 
Panthia. Immortal Gods! you con- 
demn an union upon which I had 
placed all my happineſs. O my daugh- 
ter! O unfortunate Iſmene ! they are 
not the entrails of the victim that 
the eagle has torne, but mine. Pro- 
tector of innocence, o Jupiter! Thou 
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readeſt in our hearts; what crime 
are they guilty of? Be ſoftened by 
our tears, aſſwage thy wrath, or let 
it fall only upon me. Preſerve the 
daughter at the peril of her mother, 
and let my death give her life again. 
So ſpeaking , she tore her hair, and 
ſmote her breaſt as she lay goveling 
in the duſt. The crowd gathered round 
her, raiſed her up and endeavoured 
to comfort her; but she was deaf to 
all their perſuaſions. 

Nevertheleſs the company reſumed 
their tranquility. That terrible appa- 
rition frightened them no more. Ir 
is nothing, ſay they , but a mere 
effect of chance, and an indiferent 

13 


prognoſtic. perhaps it is a happy one. 
Such is the levity natural to the po- 
pulace. What was the object of theit 
terror quickly becomes a ſubject of 
hope. Every one having left the tem- 
ple, we attended Soſthenes and Pan- 
thia on their return. The former was 
not under a leſs load of affliction ; 
but it was more concentered. Wo- 
men and lovers only are allowed to 
shed tears. We found Iſmene weep- 
ing bitterly. A ſlave had appriſed 
her of what had juſt happened. The 
deſpondence of her mother affected 
her more than the cauſe of it, which 
might perhaps apologize for the 
neceſſity of her running away to 


avoid the calamitics that her Parents 


and herſelf. were threatened wich 1 


if the projected marriage took place. 
Amidſt the almoſt total overthrow of 
our ideas, she had preſence of mind 
enough left to ask me what I had 
done. I anſwered that I was going 
to ſettle all with Cratiſthenes , and 
Her father ealling her interrupted 
me; I preſſed her hand, and her looks, 
methought , upbraided me with too 
much tardineſs. Come on my daugh- 
ter, ſaid he, and help me to comfort 
thy mother ; she ran to her, and 
endeavoured to kiſs away her tears. 
She entreated her not to ſuffer ſor- 
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row to overcome her; no, ſaid she, 
the Gods are not angry with us; 
they are juſt : If they are averſe to 
a marriage that was agrecable to 
vou, let us condemn it ourſelves. 
You may light upon another they 
will approve of. Let us conſult them 
again. Ready to obey their will, my 
happineſs would be perfect, if it could 
determine and fix your's, Full of ad- 
miration at the wisdom of that diſ- 
courſe , we agreed with her; Pan- 
thia lent us a favorable ear, and at 
laſt was prevailed upon. She ſuffered 
herſelf to be carricd into her cham- 
ber there to take a little reſt ; but 
Soſthenes remained unshaken , and 
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let the conſequences be what they 
would , he could not be induced to 
comply with any remonſtrances what 
lever. : | 
I shut myſelf up with Cratiſthenes. 


The witneſs and confident. of all that 


had paſſed between Iſmene and me * 
I might have diſpenſed with repea- 
ting to him an account of the tranſac- 
tion; but wholly taken up with what 
concerns themſelves , lovers talk of 
nothing elſe, I put him in mind of 
the beginning and progreſs of- my 
paſſion, of our firſt feats and plea- 
ſures, our-return to Eurycone , the 
officious forwardneſs of Themiſteus, 
Dianthea's careſſes, the ſoothing ideas 
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that had ſeduced us both a while, 
aur ſecret converſations, our pro- 
miles, our oaths, the ardours of my 
deſires curbed by her oppofition , 
Soſthene's unexpected diſcourſe , and 
obſtinacy , his danghter's intended 
matriage , our troubles and deſpair, 
our projects of clopement , in a word 
you ſee, continued I, two unfortu- 
nate lovers who fly to you for help. 
Aſſiſt us with your advice, and every 
other means in your power. We have 
more courage than experience. We 
shun one precipice: without your help, 
we shall ſink into another. Dejected 
and terrified , I feel diſmal forebo- 
dings rifing in my ſoul , they diſ- 
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, pirit me; I shall be torn from Ifmenez 
— I Shall loſe her; alleviate the bitter- 
V nfs of the condition I am reduced to. 
» Senfible of my pain, Cratiſthenes 
id comforted and encouraged me. It is 
not you, but your rival that is threa- 
tened by the dire portent. He shall 
not poſſeſs your Iſmene. The Gods 
ſnatch her from his hands; you shall 
one day eſpouſe her under more auſ- 
picious omens. Time and Love will 
make my prediction good; but do you 
tecollect that she is to depart from 
hence to morrow, Let Themiſteus 
manage the buſineſs , ſaid he; ſpeak 
yourſelf to Soſthenes ; he has given 
his word replicd I ; he thinks he can 
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not break it without bringing shame 
upon himſelf ; but, proceeded he, 
I can not approve of your running 
away; it is imprudent and dange- 
rous ; but, continued I, let the con- 
ſequences of it be ever ſo dreadful, 
can they bear any proportion with 
our preſent ſituation? Unfortunate 
Iſmene ! more unfortunate Iſmenias 


Forlorn in the wide world, what will 
become of us? Moved with com- 
paſſion, Cratiſthenes was unable to 
anſwer me. His diſcretion kept his 
ſoul in ſuſpence; his looks beſpoke 
the perturbation of his mind. Iembra- 
ced him, he relented, I preſſed him, 


he ſighed; I redoubled my entreaties, 
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he could withſtand them no longer. 
You prevail, ſaid he, at laſt. I will 
render you the imprudent ſervice. you 
deſire of me. May the indulgent Gods 
forgive me! You shall depart to mor- 
row with. Iſmene. There is in the 
harbour a veſlel ready to ſet fail for 
Syriaz Iwill engage the maſter of it. I 
have a Syrian hoſt in whoſe houſe we 


may depend upon inviolable ſecurity, 


What, anſwered I, with all the emo- 
tions that his proffer excited in me, 
will you accompany us ? Cratiſthe- 
nes, will you? Ah Gods! if it be ſo, 
we have attained the ſummit of your 
favour. Love and friendship conſpire 
to make me the happieſt of mortals, 
K 
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To cloſe Jupiter's feaſt , it was 
neceſſary to offer a ſacrifice in the 
temple of Apollo on the approach of 
night. I would have abſented myſelf, 
and made ule of that moment to in- 
form Iſmene of our plan; but Dian- 
thea bade me lead Panthia thither. In 
the agitation I was in, I durſt not 
ſpeak to her. I thought that my words 
would betray my ſecret. As long as 
the ceremony laſted , I was abſorbed 
in the deepeſt reflections. The com- 
pany imagined it was religious me- 
ditation, and yer I did not ſo much 
as Feign it; I was admired and ci- 
ted for a Pattern in that reſpect. How 
cafily are men deceived ! They prai- 
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ſed in me What the Gods were of- 
ended at. | 


be acrifice being over, every one 


went home; night befriended me; 
never did I ſee a darker one. At the 
moment when ſleep is ſo Heavy upon 
human eyes that it becomes the true 
image of death, I made a deſperate 
ſtep into Iſmene's chamber. At laſt, 
ſaid I to her, our misfortunes will 
preſently be over; we shall become 
our own maſters, and have nothing 
to fear from the tyranny of our Pa- 
rents. Cratiſthenes is about diſpoſing 
every thing for our departure; you 
vill ſee him ſoon. Inſtead of giving 
her approbation , she ſighed. The 
K 2 
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conſequences of our entrepriſe engtoſ- 
ſed her whole mind, she was trou- | 
bled; what! was she to run away with 
me, and look for a retreat among 
the barbarians ? Would not it bring 
everlaſting Shame upon her ? She fan- 
cied what would be Soſthene's fury, 
and Panthia's deſpair. She upbraided 
herſelf beforehand with ſo guilty 
and ſo bold an elopement, and You 
who adviſe me to it , will yourſelf 
be the firſt to blame me for ir. I call 
heaven and all the powers in it to 
witneſs that if virtue, without which 
the tendereſt love is criminal, did 
not oppoſe it, my only happineſs 
would have been to love and to be 
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loved by you; but this ſevere virtue 
all powerful over my heart orders it 
otherwiſe. Let us ſubmit, and ſince 
it does not forbid us to die, let us 
die without offending the Gods. I 
tried to conquer her ſcruples; but to 
no purpoſe. I put her in mind of her 
oaths; but she remembered them only 


to repine at and abhor them. In a word 
my tears, and my entreaties ſerved 
only to render her more unrelenting. 

Cratiſthenes came in. He joined his 
endeavours to mine; she was mo- 
ved; but not overcome: it was not 
danger that ſtopped her, bur duty. 

Night came on ; the hours fled 
away. I was continually going to 
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and fro from the one to the other; 
I ſapplicated , I threatened ; but un- 
ſucceſsfully. Let Love forgive me for 
it! In my deſpair , I was upon the 
point of having recourſe to violence; 
but afraid of her cries, and of being 
overheard, or rather of falling un- 
der her diſpleaſure, I ceaſed my pur- 
ſuit. At laſt after an obſtinate reſiſ- 
tance, and when we had given up 


all hopes of ſubduing her, she was 
informed of Cratiſthenes being to 
accompany us; Love ſeized the oppot- 
tunity , she held her hand out to me, 
and we ran away unperceived.. We 
repaited to the harbour, and got on 
board. Jupiter , ſaid we , with one 
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voice, protect two unhappy lovers 


whom the rigour of their fate, and 
thy oracle drive from their cottntry z 
and thou, Neptune, bid the waves 
teſpect them. 9 

We got under Gail. The 88 
vas calm, and the ſea ſmooth. I 
ſeemed as if we were borne upon 
the wings of zephyr. I was ſo much 
animated by Love, in ſuch a plea» 
ſurable tranſport, that, forgetting all 
my paſt grievances , I thought my 
happineſs perfectly ſecured. Lying at 
Iſmene's feet, my head reclined upon 


her knees, I gave my ſelf over to 
moſt delicious raptures that kept ſleep 
far off. How pleaſant was that night! 
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How many innocent favours did it 


allow and veil ! 
Two days paſſed away ſo. How 
handſome all the company found IC 


mene ! What perfect harmony of 


features and shape did they not re- 
mark in her! How many deſires did 
She raiſe, and how many rivals had 
I not. There was among us a pain- 
ter who was on his way to the court 


bf the king of Perſia. In order to eſ- 


tablich the ſuperiority of grecian 
beauty, he asked Iſmene's leave to 
draw her picture. Tho' he worked 
with great expedition , his perfor- 
mance was not the leſs maſterly. It 
is Iſmene, she breaths , she enchants, 
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che fills her beholders with admi- 
ration: 

Her eyes, her lips, her cheeks, her shape, her 
features 


Seem to be drawn by Love's own hand ; by Love 
Himſelf in love. | 


Object of the vows of all Aſa, 
che will triumph over all. What a 
delicious idea for a lover. I foreſaw. 
her glory, I partook of it; but ſoon 
altering my mind, that glory pained 
me. I could not brook the idea of her 
picture falling into the hands of the 
barbarians. They are not worthy of 
it; all that is like Iſmene ought to 
belong to Iſmenias. The Painter took 
notice of my emotion as he had done 


118 Tſmene 


of my love. Our fires are impatient 
of reſtraint , ſaid he. I know: all the 
niceties uſual with lovers. I too have 
loved. Here is Iſmene's picture; poſ- 
ſeſs it alone. 

Already had the ſeamen deſcried 
the land, and had filled the air with 
Shouts and acclamations. They sho- 
wed us the temple of Juno which 
towered over all the other buildings 
of the city where we were to land. 
It is there, ſaid I, that, depolitary 
of our oaths , the Goddeſs will, in 
a little time, unite us together. 

Gods of heaven ! Gods of the ſea! 
continue your favours a moment lon- 
ger. Alas you do not hearken to me! 


Nr 
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The sky grew cloudy , the winds 
broke {ooſe ; a furious tempeſt aroſe3 
the air was inflamed; the billows roa- 
red, the maſts ſplit, the veſſel ope- 
ned, horror invaded our minds; we 
ſeemed by our deſpair to concur with 
the ſurges in our own deſtruction. 
All skill became uſeleſs 3 the ſtcering 
of our ship ceaſed. Some raiſed pier- 
cing cries, others waited in ſilence 
for death. In their deſpair theſe cur- 
ſed the Gods ; thoſe implored them 
on their knees. Free from fear (for 
Love had engroſſed her heart) II- 
mene threw herſelf into my arms. I 
face approaching death- unterrified , 
faid she. The Gods are juſt ; I de» 
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ſerve it. Let the chaſtiſement be ever 


ſo ſudden , and rigourous , it does 


not equal my demerits ; I die; but 1 
do not complain. O Iſmenias ! how 
great is the power of Love! At the 
ſame time that my undutifulneſs to 
my doleful Parents flies in my face; 
when I am conſcious of its having 
drawn the wrath of the Gods upon 
us; when Lam ready to atone for it 
by the ſacrifice they exact of my at- 
tainted life, yet in that dreadful mo- 


ment thou art what I regret moſt, 


thou the fondly beloved cauſe of 
the breach I have made in my moſt 
ſacred duties. Shew thy courage; 


when it is impoſlible for two lovers 
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to live any longer united, it is then 
a bleſſing for them to die together , 
and ſmile at death. 

The Pilot having loſt all hope, 
gathered his crew around him. The 
anger of the Gods , ſaid he, with a 
faultering accent, is full upon us; our 


_ ruin inevitable. Jupiter arms againſt 


us all rhe elements. Nothing can keep 
us from his vengeful hand. Let us 
forbear tiring him with vows he re- 
jects. Neptune is leſs unmerciful. Let 
us renew a cuſtom that has always 
proved ſuccesful; let us offer up to 
him a human victim that shall ſave 
the reſt, and ſee whom chance will 
appoint. His diſcourſe met with ge- 
L 


| 
| 


122 Iſrmene 

neral approbation. Every one was 
eager to throw his name into the fa- 
tal urn, Every ohe made towards 


death in order to avoid it. The firſt 


billet that came out from the deadly 
vale, (can I ſay it without expi- 
ring?) Was that of Iſmene, 
Mad with the moſt dircful grief, 
I carricd her into the hold of the 


ship with a fixed determination ra- 


ther to be torn into a thouſand pieces, 
than to ſurrender her. Fear rendered 
me crucl. Thoſe who the very eve 


would have laid down their lives to 


pleaſe her, are the firſt to ſue for 
her death. They cry aloud that Re- 


ligion is viola ed, and they fancy 


# 
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that the ſuſpenſe of a moment in- 


_ creaſes the violence of the ſtorm. 


Cratiſthenes attempted to plead 
for her; but, inſtead of being har- 
kened to, they threatened to make 
away with him alſo. 

They then rushed upon me, and, 
in ſpite of my utmoſt ſtruggles , rore 
her from my arms. I ſank down in 
a deep ſwoon. She made her way 
through the crowd towards the Pilot. 
New miniſter of the Gods, ſaid she, 
their rights shall not be tranſgreſſed; 
fear no oppoſition from me. The liſe 
of Iſmenias depends upon my dæath, 


perform thy office. Neptune calls for 


his victim; she is ready; why doſt 
| L 3 
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thou defer ſacrificing her 2 Thoſe 
were her laſt words. Two ſeamen 


took hold of her s what are you 


going to do, ye cruel men; but al- 
ready the ſea has received and ſwal- 
loved up its prey. Jupiter ! do you 
countenance ſuch horrible ſacrifices? 
Or if you excerate them , why does 
not your thunderbolt blaſt the im- 
pious men that dishonour you by offe- 
ring them. The ſtorm abates: 


The tempeſt is o*erblown, the skies are clear, 

And the ſea charm'd into a calm ſo ſtill, 

That not a wrinkle ruffles her ſmooth face. 
But Gods! ought a crime to be 

the purchaſe of man's deliverance 2 


and you, monſters that held me 
i 


. 
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down, you did well to chain my fury, 
it would have rendered this horrible 
device abortive. 


The Pilot enjoined me filence ; 1 


ſtrove to rush upon him; load him 


with chains , cried he aloud ; then 
every thing near me became a wea- 
pon for me. The furies inſpired me; 
their ſerpents hiſſed around me ; 
hotror and diſmay attended them; 
the crew looked upon this new dan- 
ger as more eminent than the firſt. 

But my ſtrength was ſoon ſpent; 
they overpowered me. Revenge ren- 
dered me thirſty of their blood ; I 
panted for it; but my rage was re- 
duced to impotent cries. 

L 3 
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In order to get free of me, they ſtee · 
red to the shore, and caſt me upon the 


land. Cratiſthenes! You were not al- 


lowed to attend me. You would have 
been a comfort for me, had I been 
ſuſceptible of any. 

Sorrow, when it riſes to an excels, 


makes one inſenſible. I remained in 


ſullen ſilence ; 1 lay motionleſs ; a 
fatal ſtate more hortible far, than 
the moſt violent agitation. It was 
not long before my deſpair gathered 


new ſtrength 3 the rocks reſounded 


with my ſcreams ; the lions and wild 
boars echoed them from their dens : 


the Gods heard them unmoved. The 


tortures of thoſe famous criminals 


F 


. 


/ 
f 


: 


and 1 ſmenias. 127 2 
which their unrelenteſs juſtice -pur- 


© faes are milder than mine; all hell 


was in my heart, and what was 1 
guilty-of ! I loved, and I love ſtill. 
Are thoſe my crimes, O Jupiter! how 
long has the tender · hearted manbeen 
the object of thy vengeance 2 Is it 
an offenſe to imitate thee? And you, 
Goddeſs of the ſea , do you fufler 
Neptune to give you a rival? Our 
intereſts are united; give me Iſmene 
again. Love! what art thou doing? 


Tealous of Iſmene's beauty, thy mo- 


ther detains thee at Paphos. Iſmene 


was thy votary; thou hadſt promiſed 


her to my ardent wishes; doſt not 


thou know. that she is ravished from 
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me ? But what am I doing, and why 
do 1 addreſs myſelf to cruel and deaf 
Gods? Iſmene |! you are no more ; I 
have cauſed your death; mine alone 
can atone for my crime. If I delay it, it 
is to prolong my miſery 3 but now 
you inhabit either heaven or the Eli- 
ſian fields, and I am not worthy of 
thoſe delicious abodes. 

The only God, whoſe kindneſs I 
did not implore, pitied me. A friend 
to mankind, he often anticipates their 
deſires, in order to give. himſelf up 


to chem; his power is boundleſs; he 


triumphs even over ſuch as Love 
could not tame. He reigns admiſt 


the frightful din of arms; the dread- 


/ 
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ful noiſe of raging ſtorms can not 
trouble him whom Jupiter himſelf 
reſpects, and it is, through his fa- 
vours, that the moſt unhappy mortals, 
in ſpite of fortune, and fate, become 
Gods themſelves. 

In a word fleep shed its ſoft dews 
on my eyes, when on a ſudden 1 
was dazzled by a glaring light that 
ſurrounded me ; Cupid broke through 
the air and showed me Iſmene. For- 
bear thy complaints, ſaid he; I reſtore 
her to thee. He ſaid and flew away. 
I fixed my eyes upon her, and en- 
joyed the pleaſure of ſeeing her, tho 
under the abſolute impoſſibility of 


» expreſling it. It ſeemed as if she her- 
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ſelf tried in vain to ſpeak. Never- 
theleſs we loſt nothing in that invo- 
luntary ſilence; our looks, our ſighs, 
out raptures were but more eager, 
more inflamed, more ravishing for 
it. At laſt , Iſmene ſaid to me, I 
live; I love you. How ſo, cried 12 
Is it you? The viſion fleets away, 
and when I awake, I find myſelf in 
a ship among a crowd of Ehiopian 
Pyrates whoſe ſlave I am. Tis thus 
ye cruel Gods that you abuſe us weak 
ſons of men | However I was aſto- 
nished at the calmneſs of my heart; 
I was ſorrow ful; but my ſorrow was 
tranquil, and when I had no room 
for hope left, I gave myſelf wholly 

up to flattering expectations. { 
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An oar in my hand I looked wish- 
fully at the companions of my mis- 
fortune, Too much weakened ro share 
in their labours , I remained only a 
ſpectator of them; and how, ſaid a 
Barbarian ſmiting me , doſt thou 
think that thou art here to be idle? 
I found in my courage means to curb 
his brutality. O Soſthenes l the Gods 
fully retaliate the wrongs you recei- 
ved at my hands : O my father ! Ler 
the shame ful condition I am reduced to 
never reach your ear. The veſſel in 
which I failed from Eurycone having 


put into a harbour, to make up the 
damages it ſuffered from the tem- 
peſt, was purſuing its voyage, when 
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we deſcried it, gave it chace , ower- 
took, boarded it, and after two hours 
fighting became maſters of it. 

I know that vengeance is the por- 
tion of the Gods, and that they have 
kept it to themſelves ; but I was fo 
much exaſperated with the Pilot, the 
cruel author of all my afflictions, 
that-I could not but ſec him wich 
pleaſure a captive. That pleaſure ſoon 
gave way to ne ſorrows. Cratiſthenes 
- wounded and dying appeared before 
me ; upon examination his wounds 


were declared mortal; the crew would 
have thrown him into the deep; but 
I prevented it by crying out that he 


was a noble Greek; the hopes of 2 


ramſom- 


>. * 
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ramſom withheld them; the Gods 
and my care reſtored him to life. The 
next day the Pyrates held a council. 
A little city they diſcovered lying on 
the coaſt was the victim of their fury 
and avarice. They took it by ſurprize 
in the night. Men, women and chil- 
dren , all were reduced to ſlavery ; 
they pillaged, and burnt that unhappy 
city which is now but a heap of 
ſtones. 

\ Returned to the veſſel, they divi- 
ded the booty among them. The wo- 
men and girls were placed by them- 
ſelves, ſome to be ſold, others to 


ſerve the pleaſures of their maſters, 
The old men, or ſuch as their wounds 
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rendered uſeleſs were unmercifully 
murdered and thrown into the ſea. 
My woes had not dried up the ſource 
of my tears; that ſcene of cruelty 
made me shed many; it was a crime 
and I ſuffered for my pity. 
_ Their riots knew. no bounds. Yet 
even now, I can not remember with- 
out horror either their diſcoutſes, or 
their deeds, The impious punish them - 
ſelves for their impiety. Drunkenneſs 
and ſleep betrayed our Tyrants into 
our hands. Let us, thought I, be bold 
enough to attempt recovering our li- 
berty, and we shall ſucceed. This was 
my reſolation ; Cratiſthenes approved 
of ir; ſo did ſome of our companions 


to whom we imparted it. Tho they 


were but very few , they agreed with 
us. The others, or at leaſt moſt part 
of them preferredtheir ſlaveryto ſoeaſy 
and ſo glorious an undertaking. Who 
could believe it? Some of them were 
baſe enough to have a mind to inform 
the barbarians of the conſpiracy we 
had formed againſt them. It failed 
of ſucceſs ; but happily the Barbarians 
did not know the danger which had 
been impending over them. 

Being recovered of their intoxica- 
tion, they thought of (clling their 
prize; and accordingly hung out a 
flag of peace; they then entered the 
haven of Artycome , delivered, and 
received hoſtages. M 
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Soon in a ſpacious market they ex- 
poſed to ſale rich furniture , gold and 
ſilver vaſes, and all that could miniſ- 
ter either to the wants or the luxury 


of men. The inhabitants contended 
for, and ſnatched them from each 
other. Cupidity found nothing toodear. 
Is for us ſlaves, we were cooped up 
in the ship. This voluptuous People 
made little account of us. Cratiſthenes 
was the handſomeſt man breathing; 
they bought him alone; no body had 
a mind for me; I was deſtined to new 
adventures. 

| Artycome is famous for a temple 


conſecrated to Minerva. At the en- 


trance of it is a golden ſtatue that 


— 
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repreſents the Goddeſs to the life. She 
has a helmet on her head; with one 
hand she holds a shield, and a ſpear 
in the other. At her feet a porphyry 
baſon receives a ſtream the waves 


whereof are in perpetual motion. It is 
there that the Pyrates reſſorted in or- 
der to try the young captive girls they 


wanted to ſeil. A dangerous ordeal 


indeed from which they came off with 
honour. Protectreſs of chaſtity , you 


declared them Virgins , and yet they 
were devoted to ignominy. 


Curſed deſtructive avatice 
Thou everlaſting foe to love and honour ; 
What will not the vile merchant turn to traffick, 
If chattity it ſelf be ſet to ſale, 


And innocence and virtue can not ſcape him. 
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Some time after I was witneſs to 
that ceremony. Here is the relation 
of it. Such as durſt hazard the expe- 
riment , crowned with laurcl , and 
dreſſed in a white garment ſtcpt into 
the fountain, their innocence is their 
glory and ſafety. Minerva ſmiles on 
hem, and holds out her hand totem; 
they retire with univerſal applauſe ; 
but the Goddeſs caſts a ſevere look 
upon the guilty ones. Frightened at 
the fight of her dreadful ſpear that 
threatens them, they plunge into the 
water that flows from under their 
ſtaggering ſteps, their chaplet falls off 
aud they become the object of ſcorn 
and detiſion. Some times for want of N 


help, they unhappily perish there. 


— 
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The hoſtages being reſtored on each 
part, the Pirates embarked again with 
their treaſures. Proud of their laſt 


ſucceſs, they meditated new entre- 
priſes. They had ſoon waſted their 
deteſtable riches with the companions 
of their debaucheries. Tremble un- 
happy Grecks. You think yourſelyes 


ſecure in the boſom of your families 
your Penates can not protect you, 
Chains or death muſt be your lot 
The ſtorm fell upon you, deplorable 
city of Silena. Thy precious wines 
made thee renowned; they cauſed thy 
ruin. Thou couldſt redeem thyſelf by 


giving them up; thy inhabitants re- 


lied too much upon their courage; 
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they were all of them put to the ſword. 
Soon shalt thou be revenged. Ve ſaw 
thoſe villains fitting down upon the 
Shore ſcoffingly celebrating their roo 
criminal reyels. 

Bacchus could not endure thoſe wret- 


ches to prophane his worship and 


— myſteries with impunity. He deprived 
them of their reaſon. Tranſportedwith 
rage, they forgot they were brethren; 
they took to arms ; they attacked and 
tore each other to pieces. The fight of 
the Centaurs was leſs bloody. A troop 
of Greeks (for Greeks are addicted to 
pyracy too) came and falling upon 
them una wares, put the — 
to their total deſtruction 
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At the ſight of this, ve burſt into 
Shouts ; we shock off our chains, and 
thinking we found deliverers in the 
murderers of our Tyrants , we came 
up to them, and threw ourſelves into 
their arms, Yet we had only changed 
our ſervitude. It was in vain for us 
to plead the rights of our birth, and of 
our common Country ; they did not 
hear us, and forcing us into the veſ- 
ſel, carried us over to Daphaipolis. 
This rown is conſecrated to Apollo. 
His love for that Nymph is too well 
known for me to give a recital of it. 
it was in the inner part of his temple 
that we were expoſed to (ale. 
I fell upon my knees, and addreſſed 
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this prayer to Apollo. Son of Jupiterbe 
ſenſible of my affliction. Twice a ſlave 
already, I am threatened a third time 
wich the loſs of my liberty. Do not 
| permit an Envoy of thy father to lin- 
ger in bondage. Soften the hearts of 
my new maſters ; let them remember 
they are Greeks, and that I am equally 
ſo. Powerful God, from whoſe all- be- 
holding eyes nothing can eſcape ! 
What is become of Iſmene ? If the 
fatal ſiſters have cut off her days; it 
was not a God who condemned her to 
death. Thou canſt repair tbe crimes 
of men, and reſtore her to me. The 


pains that Love made thee ſuffer muſt 


tetider thee compaſſionate to mine. 


g 
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The moment of being heard was not 
come yet. I was torn from the altar 
to be delivered to a citizen who had 
bought me. Dymas was his name , 
and Chriſcis that of his wife. Curio» 
ty , they (ay , is the characteriſtic of 
her ſex, Scarce had she gen me ere She 
asked who I was, whence I came, 
and by what chance I was their ſlave. 
| Vith down caſt eye, I modeſtly en- 


treated her to ſpare me a wockul rela» 


tion that could not be of any great 
concern for her, Dymas , (I can not 
call him my maſter ) Dymas liſtened 
to us, and was diſpleaſed at my 
refuſa. 

He darted upon me a threatening 
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look, and being told that dinner was 


brought in, he bade me wait upon 
him, I obeyed ; and thus Iſmenias 


who ſome months before, Miniſter 


of Jupiter and loaded with glory, fat 


the firſt at Soſthene's table, ſerved and 


loved by Iſmege, found himſelf con- 


founded among vile ſlaves , in his 


own country, and put to the drudgery 


of the houſe he was in. O fortune | 


ſach are thy ſports ! 

Towards the end of the entertain- 
ment Dymas ordered his {laves to re- 
tire. I ſtayed alone with him. I will 
have thee, ſaid he, tell me thy adven- 


- tures ; thou shalt entertain me till 1 


fall aſleep , and then beware of inter- 
rupting 


f 
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rupting my reſt. This order delivered 
in ſo imperious and abrupt a manner 
made me more ſenſible than ever of 
the rigour of my lot. 
My eyes were ready to overflow; 
my heatt was oppreſſed ; I could not 
complain, Know , added he, that thou 
art my flave , and muſt perform my 
commands, ſpeak, or fear, if thou 
proveſt obſtinate, to be chaſtised into 
the knowledge of thy duty. An angry 
maſter is a ſevere preceptor. 

O Dymas! cried I. Let the Gods 
judge between us. I am a Greek. 
You have no authority over me, but 
that which you derive from my mis- 
fortunes, and your ipjuſtice. Will you 

N 


„% e. 
ſelves, who ſold me, take away my 
life which they have ſpared in ſpite 


of me. 


Deathchuns the naked throat and profer d breaſt, 


9 


Strike; born a free man, I fear death 
leſs than ſlavery. Chriſeis was pleaſed 
| with mycourage ; she plcaded for me; 
Dymas fell aſleep ; and I came off 
| with threats only. 


— Dr et CA. eo eu 
« —— — On 


| The youthful days of Chriſcis were 
| paſt; but it was eaſy to ſee she had 
ſo ſtill; but she was in reality mild 
tempered, and compaſſionate. I recei- 
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ved at her hands many tokens of kin: 
tude, and if I did not diſcloſe to het 


every thing that concerned me, what 


I ſaid was ſufficient to pleaſe her by 
the truſt I repoſed in her. ; 

Dymas, who did not like me, had 
laid uponme the moſt painful tasks. In- 
ceſſantly buſy , 1 did not dare ſteal a 
moment to muſe on and bemoan my 
ill fortune. Covered with rags, lying 
upon the ground, reduced to the moſt 
common , and moſt inſipid food, I 
ought to have ſunk. under my mis- 


_ fortunes. The Gods would not have 


it fo. Nay ; I experienced that if bie- 
N 2 
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pleaſures: contentment, and comfort 
alſo ariſe from afflictions. I had been 
thirty days in that condition, when the 
feaſt of Jupiter drew near; what a 
remembetance for me !. It is not ſo- 
lemniſed at Daphnipolis; but they 
celebrate that of Daphne. The rites 


| of it are almoſt the ſame. The diffe- 
rence lies only in the choice of the 


Meſſengers. ' They. are allowed to be 
married at Daphnipolis. Dymas was na- 
med for Artycome. While every thing 
was preparing for his journey; Chri- 
ſcis ſaid to him, fixing her eyes on me, 
That ſlave looks ſenſible; he is wiſe; 
he ſpeaks little; but he labours under 
ſorrow. I adviſe you to leave him 7 
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here. A melancholy flave is always 
ominous to his maſter ; at leaſt ir is 
an unpleaſant object which you would 
have before yaur eyes. However , as 
he boaſts of having been an Envoy of 
Jupiter , he may prove uſeful to you; 
think of ie yourſelf, Dymas anſwered 
it is ordinary with ſlaves to be proud 
and liars. That man has a mind to 
put himfelf forward. Is it true, pur- 


ſued he, turning to me, that thou haſt 


been honoured with the miniſtry I am 


now inveſted with? Take care not to 
add an untruth to thy other defects. 


O Dymas ! anſwered I, I do not im- 

poſe upon you. God forbid! fortune 

may render me unhappy; but she can 
N 3 
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never banish truth from my heart. Do 


not judge men by their outſides. Vir- 


tue does not diſdain the tattered cloak 
of ſlavery; yes, continued I; I have 
been an. Envoy of Jupiter, and have 
received all the honours that will be 
paid to you. They were the ſource of 


my diſtreſſes ; may they be that of 


your felicity! 
Thoſe words rendered him milder; 
he put other queſtions to me; he ſeem- 


ed to be ſatisfied with my anſwers; 
ſo that he abated ſomething of his 


ill treatement, becauſe he thought I 


might tutn out ſerviceable to him. 


Chriſeis would fain have accompa- 


nied us; Dymas was againſt it. We 7 
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went away without her, and I ſaw her 


i 


no more. Arrived at Artycome, he met 


with the (ame eagerneſs from the in- 


habitants, to welcome him to their 


houſe, that I had formerly met with 


at Aulycone. 
Soſtrates had the preference; Soſ- 


trates the richeſt, and moſt illuſtrious 


Citizen in their town. He diſplayed all 
his magnificence in behalf of his new 
gueſt ; thus Soſthenes had received and 
entertained me. O Dymas! to be ſer- 
ved by Iſmene was the only thing 
wanting to your glory ; but what am 
I faying ? She (ſerved you, and then 
we were both ignorant of it. 


Rhodope daughter to Soſtrates had 
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a thouſand charms, and she might 
have been ſaid to be the moſt perfect 
beauty on earth, had Iſmene been dead; 
but let the graces of her beauty be ever 

ſo shining, the endowments of her 
heart eclipſed them ; I liſtened to her 
withadmiration; but my heart did not 
share in the ravishment of my eyes. 
She was Venus; but she was not 
Iſmene. Love! thou knoweſt that Iſj- 

mene was ſtill preſent to my mind; I 


never ceaſed to mourn her. 

The diverſions they procured for 
Dymas gave me ſome leiſure moments; 
T made uſe of them to yield myſelf 
up to the diſmal ſorrow that preyed 
upon me. One day that I thought! vas, 
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alone in Soſtrates's garden, I gave vent 


to my grief. I ſaid, Gods ate you 


not ſatisfied yet? Muſt your revenge 


be eternal as yourſelves? Vretch that 


I'am ? My ſenſibility increaſes with 
my afflictions. 

How much I envy the fate of ſuch 
as ſuffer without expecting an end to 
their woes. The fallacious hope that 
ſeduces me is a thouſand times more 
cruel than an abſolute deſpair. 

Rhodope was then walking; she 
heard my' complaints ; they reached 
her heart; she called to me. I had pre- 
ſerved that ingenuous look; the ſtamp 
of a generous births that fortune can 
not blot out. I came up to, and asked 
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her what she defired of an unfortu- 
nate man. that fate had reduced tothe 
impoſſibiliy of ſerving her. Attraces, 
ſaid she to me, (for this was the name 
I rook in my ſlavery) it is not diſſi 
cult to gueſs, upon ſeeing you, that 
you arc in a condition unworthy. of 
vou, and if I do not deceive. mylelf, 
ſlavery is not the greateſt of your 
griefs. I offer you all the relief in my 
power. Generous Rhodope, anſwered 
I; it is natural for benevolent hearts 
to compaſſionate the unhappy. This is 
the reaſon that draws your pity upon 
me. I know how valuable it is; but 
1 do not deſerve, and can not make 


uſe of it. The Gods whoſe image you 


are; che Gods, if they have yet ſome 
thing left to do for you, vill reward 
your kindneſs. I do not dare entreat 
them for it; my vows might prove 


fatal to you. I could not refrain from 


tears. I wished to withdraw, and re- 
proached myſelf with a converſation 
Iſme ne had no part in. Rhodope ſtopped 
me. Had 1, (aid she, the might of thoſe 
Gods whole image you ſay I am, you 
should be free or happy at leaſt. Alas! 
ſaid I, che firſt is indifferent to me, 
and the other impoſſible. Then, ad- 


ded she, you make very little of my 


power. No; replicd I; but were you 
a God ; what could you effectuate 
alone againſt the will of all the other 
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powers in heaven leagued againſt you? 
Aſtraces, purſued she, do you think 
your misfortunes paſt recovery? That 


is an error common to ſuch as labour 


under adverſe fortune. Inform me of 
all your miſchances. I know not whe- 
ther my concern for you deceives me 
but I could almoſt warrant you they 
vill end ſooner that you expect, and 
that I shall have a hand in it. O Rho- 
dope | cried I, hurried away by an 
invincible charm, I can deny you no- 
thing. It will coſt me many a tear, 
life perhaps ; but you shall be obeyed. 

Rhodope lent a full hearing to the 
rehearſal of my ſorrow ful adventures. 
Tho her beauty was ſo tranſcendent, 
she 
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she ſeemed jealous of that I aſcribed 


* to Iſmene , and looked upon what I 
* told her of it as an exaggeration from 
* an infatuated lover; but, added I, all 
of | that I can urge to enforce the truth 
* of what Lay is to no purpoſe, it can 
bi not be proved ; Iſmene is NO more. 
* My ſpirits were exhauſted by the con(- 
4 traint and the pain they had ſuſtained 
" ſo long; a cloud overſpread my eyes; 
N I fainted away. Rhodope called for 
N help; they carried me to the bed of 
| Dymas. Attraces, ſaid she, shall I be 
i the occaſion of your death? She wi- 
. ped my eyes; she laid her hand upon 
. my heart to revive it. Tears trickled 
| down her checks ; I came to myſelf 
f 1 9 
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again; but unable to bear the lighe, 
I loſt my ſenſes a ſecond time. Some 
thing more powerful than Rhodope's 
hand relieved me anew ; I heard a 


voice that ſtruck my heart; I thougar 
J recollected it; I caſt my weak eyes 
about; I fixed them upon a young ſlave 
named Sylla, eager to aſſiſt Rhodope 
who had fallen into a (woon. Except 
ſome alteration in her features, ſome 


paleneſs and melancholy ſpread over 


her face, I found that she perfectly 


reſſembled Iſmene ; it is she, I can 


not doubt it. Deceitful idea! it laſted 


bur a moment. I upbraided my eyes 
vith their impoſture: and that plea- 
ſure which had ſo lately charmed me, 
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ſcemed to me nothing but an error 
the Gods were pleaſed to lead me into. 

The flaves of Rhodope had carried 
off their miſtreſs ; Dymas came in; 
I was alone, diſcompoſed and caſt 
down ; but that man whole natural 
hanghtineſs had received an increaſe 
by the honours decerned to him did 
not ſtoop ſo low as to look at me; 


he took notice of nothing. 

When I was permitted to ſtep again 
into the garden, I began leiſurely 
to meditate upon what had befallen 
me; I durſt not, or I was loth to dive 
into Rhodopeꝰs ſentiments. That which 
is not the object of. our deſires affords 
us neither fear, not hope. I was ſo un- 

Oz 
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happy that I could neither ceaſe to be 
so, nor be ſo indeed more than I was. 
| The ſlave I had ſeen ſtill returned to 
my mind. I was vexed with myſelf for 
thinking of her , and I could nor help 
it. I asked myſelf what Sylla had in 
common with Iſmene , and by what 
foolish conceit a chimerical happineſs 
could alleviate a real misfortune ; but 
it was in vain that I put the queſtion 
to myſelf. | 

I did not conſult my reaſon ; I was 
afraid leſt it should diſſipate an error 
too dear to me to renounce it. It was 
more comforting for me to apply for 
advice to my heart. In the mean time 
I was not pleaſed with its wavering; 
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I knew no more what to truſt to; 
bur in fine my reaſon got the better of 
it, and I was ashamed of my credu- 


lity. No, ſaid I, Iſmene lives no more; 


my mind ſtill bent upon her idea was 


deluded by a faint reſemblance. The 
Gods would not have drawn her out 
from the abyſs of the ſea to plunge her 
into ſlavery ; they would have carried 


her to Aurycone, and reſtored her to 


the tears of Panthia. Iſmene is dcad , 
continued I. Heaven is too ſparing of 
its miracles to operate ſo great a one 
in my behalf; 1 muſt only think of 
mourning for her death. 

Rhodope did not leave me long unac- 
quainted with my having pleaſed her. 

O 3 
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Could I be prepared for that new ca- 
priceof the God of Love ?Cruel Deity! 
what a fatal flame thou haſt lighted 
in her boſom ! Haſt thou no pleaſure 
but in making morrals wretched ! Rho. 
dope! you love a ſſave, an ingrate; 
alas! You deſerved a better deſtiny, 
Overjoyed that my birth anſwered an 
imaginary merit I owed' only to her 
favourable” prejudices , she flattered 
herſelf that the rememberance of I- 
mene could not ſtand againſt her 
beauty , and the proffers both of her 
hand and heart; she ſaw no obſtacle 
to her paſſion ; she ſought after me 
and would have me know it. I avoi- 
ded her; she was amiable, and the 


ca- 
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lighteſt diverſion from my ſorrow 


ſeemed a crime to me. 
She could not check her tender im- 


_ patience any longer; she wrote to me; 
Fylla was commiſſioned to bring her 


letter. Iſmenias , ſaid she to me, at 
the moment when she delivered it, 
my miſtreſs Rhodope wishes you 
joy! What ſound is that? What ap- 
pearance is this? O heaven, cried I, 
do the de ceaſed return to life again? 
Is it you, dear Iſmene, and what other 


bur you could know me? What other 


could work in my heart ſuch a de- 
licious impreſſion 2 Which is the God 
that reſtores you to my love 2 Rho- 
dope did not give her leiſure to anſ- 
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wer; she perceived us, and could not 
withſtand the pleaſure of ſecing and - 
ſpeaking to me ; she took delight in 
ſaying to herſelf that I had read her 
letter, that 1 knew $he loved me, 
and that I shared in her tranſports ; 
She came up to us. 

Her preſence troubled us. We quickly 
exchanged our joy for ſurpriſe ; she 
taok notice of our diſcompoſure; she 
looked at us, and ſtood amazed. Her 


eyes gliſtened with wrath. Iſmene , 


by an admirable preſence of mind , 
relieved us from ſo perplexed a firua- 
tion; you are aſtonished at rhis ſee- 
mingly ſudden intelligence between 
us, at this agitation of our's , ſaid 
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che; but you will pity us when you 
know the cauſe of it. | 

Iſmenias is my brother ; ſeparated 


from one another by the- rigour of 


fate, we had no hope left to meet 
together again; but alas! Indulge our 
tears. The condition we are both in 
embitters our pleaſure which other- 
wiſe would be fo pure. 

Rhodope relented ; her ſuſpicions 
vanished ; she congratulated me upon 
having ſo charming a ſiſter , and as 
she did not queſtion but the hope of 
her liberty would engage Sylla to 
favour the love she had for me, she 
heaped careſſes upon her. Iſmene diſ- 
ſembled, and promiſed every thing. 
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Their converſation was long. I did 
not hear it; they were not within the 
reach of my. hearing ; I only gazed 
upon them. 

How handſome they were both! 
Iſmene could not take offenſe at it, 
no body but I could have made any 
diſtinction between them. 

A young damſel in love is eaſily 
deceived by appearances. Rhodope 
thought her happineſs was at hand. 
Contentment encreaſed her charms; 
she ſought in my eyes for ſome paſ- 
ſionate glances betraying her conqeſt; 
she could find none; she had a mind 
to complain of it; a remnant of mo- 


deſty checked her; she went out, and 


left us by outſelves. 


did 
he 
ed 


and Iſmenias. 167 
I caught Iſmene to my breaſt with 
ardour. Do I ſee, do you hold you, 
ſaid I? It is my life, my happyneſs! 
I thought you for ever loſt , and you 
live to bleſs me. 


No mother that has mourn'd her long loſt infant 
Rejoices half ſo much to find her darling, ; 
Or views the lovely babe with half the fondneſs 

I look on thee. 


The warmeſt tranſports of the fon- 
deſt lovers were never greater than 
ours. When we had given vent to the 
firſt raptures of our joy, I asked her 
to tell me by what happy means, she 


had eſcaped from the raging ſea, and 
how she became a ſlave in the houſe 
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of Soſtrates. I will ſatisfy you, anſ- 
wered she. Do you remember that, 
tho' we were too much taken up with 
the pleaſure of making a ſoft exchange 
of our tender ſentiments, when we 
ſet ſail from Eurycone, to heed what 
paſſed about us, we could not but 
take notice of a young ſailor on board 


of our veſel. Tho' he was in rags, 


tho' his dishevelled hair hung looſe 
upon his shoulders, and shaded a part 
of his face, the paleneſs of it joined 
to his {ad looks that did not impair 
the regularity of his features announ- 
ced a dejected and ſenſible ſoul, and 
a youth born in a condition far above 
his ſtation. Whether there be a ſym- 


4 pathy 
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pathy between noble ſouls, or whet- 
her misfortune recommends to feeling 
hearts ſuch as ſeem labouring under 
it, I pitied him. He, on his fide, 
gueſſed ho we were; and either ſome 
attracting graces in me, my youth, 
or the rigour of fate that condemned 
-me to loſe my life, moved him to 


_ «compaſſion; he appeared eager to offer 
_ himſelf to throw me into the deep, 


only to plunge, to reſcue, or to perish 
with me. Indeed he did not quit my 
girdle he kept me above water, and 


as the ſtorm ſubſided immediately 


after the ſea had received its victim, 

the wind ſerved only to convey us 

in ſafety to the not far diſtant coaſt 
P 
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where we landed. When 1 was reco- 
vered from the hardships both of 
mind and body I had undergone , and 
found again my reviyed ſenſes , 1 
expreſſed to my deljverer wy thank- 
fulneſs rather by the cloquence of my 
eyes, than by words from my mouth. 
May, ſaid I, the Gods who have en- 
dowed you with all their benevolence, 
and all the courage that can glow in 
the breaſt of man take upon them the 
juſt reward due to your magnanimity, 
What I did, anſwered Eurymedon, 
another would have equally done. 
There is not a great merit in laying 
don, to ſave your's, a life which is 
nothing to me but a very bitter poſ- 


ſeſſion. The in ward pleaſure I feel, in 
having ſnatched from the arms of 
death ſo perfect a pattern of beauty, 


is the only one I have enjoyed for 


a long time paſt ; but, ſaid I, may 

I know your misfortunes ? Some time 

we find help from ſuch as we think 

the leaſt able to afford it. Love, re- 

plied he, and the injuſtice of a father 

who , at firſt had encouraged and 

ſmiled upon the affection that, from 

our Childood, his daughter Eliza and 
I had shewed for one another. That 
inclination grew up with us. It took 
deep root from habit, and turned into 
love. Hardly we were ſenſible of it: 
ſo perfectly happy had we been till 
P 3 
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then; but in ſpite of his formal pro- 
miſes, in a word at the time when 
the articles of our marriage were al- 
ready entered upon, when ve thought 
the union between our two families 
was on the point of being for ever 
cemented by our's , he broke at once 
bis engagements and our hearts, 
through pride and avarice ; for all the 
advantages my rival can boaſt of over 
me conſiſt only in a greater fortune, 
and in a ſtation in life ſuperior to 
mine; but does the happineſs of it 
depend on ſuch trifling conſiderations 
that moſt commonly have more bril- 


liany than ſolidity in them: 


l 
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| O mediocrity 

Thou prizeleſs jewel only mean men have: 

But can not value, like the precious gem | 
Found in the muckhill by the ignorant Cock. 


However tho' Elyza was a moſt 
dutiful child ro him , she could not 
be induced to lay afide her tendereſt 
engagements, that had received the 
ſeal of the paternal ſanction, and she 
gave me her faith rather to live ſingle, 


| than to give her hand to any other 
man bur me. I was at firſt caſt down; 


but ſpirited up by her words, I be- 

took myſelf to traffic in order to make 

up by my labour what fortune had 

denied me. She ſeemed ar firſt to fa- 

vour my endeavours, when by a fa- 

tal meeting with Pirates, I was ſtrip- 
1 
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ped of every thing I had laid up, and 
of my liberty. An other ſea-fight has 
aſſociated me to your fate, and I have 
been bur an inſtrument in the hands 
of the Gods to preſerve a life which , 
I forelce, is deſtined to the happieſt 
deſtiny. So ſpoke Eurymedon. 

| We became ſoon after the property 
ol Soſtrates, and ſoon growing ſen- 
ſible of his having taken a liking to 
me , and ſome jealouſy towards Eu- 
rymedon on account of the good in- 
telligence betwixt us, I laid open to 
him the obligations I was under to 
tbat young man. Either out of love, 
orbenevolence., or perhaps prompted 
by thoſe united powerful incitements, 
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he went out, and viſited Enopeus the 


father of Eliza who inhabited a little 


city in his neighbourood. The youth 
whom the latter had made choice of 
for his ſon in law being juſt. dead, 
it was not difficult for Soſtrates to ſuc- 
ceed in renewing the match, formerly 
projected between thoſe young peo- 
ple, and ſo much the leſs, as his 
credit and generoſity afforded Eury- 
medon · an unexceptionable ſtation in 
life; in short they are now married 
and happy, and I do not queſtion 
but Love, who ſeems to be pleaſed 
to make us amends for the woes he 
has made us ſuffer, will ſoon reward 
our conſtancy by binding faſt the 
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indiſſoluble ties of our ſo long wish- 
ed for union. 

Now that I have told you how 
unexpeRedly I was reſcued, let us 
think on the means of shaking off 
our preſent chains. Do you begin by 
feigning to love Rhodope ; humour 
an inclination that may turn out uſe- 
ful to us; do not love her; but let 
her believe that you do. The Gods 
will take care of the reſt: 

Ican not love: to counterfeit is baſe 

And cruel too; diſſembled love is like 

The poiſon of perfumes , a killing ſweetneſs, 
What you ſay is true; but be mind- 
ful that neceſliry acknowledges no 
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law, and ſince our happineſs depends 
upon it, you muſt needs behave by 
her as I do by Soſtrates. But does 
Soſtrates love you indeed, ſaid 12 


how much 1. fear the conſequences 


of that paſſion! How powerful a maſ- 
ter is over his ſlave ! you are his; 
you frighten me to death. Iſmenias, 
continued she in earneſt, Why should 
we ſuffer ſad jealouſy to gall us; L 
am not afraid of Rhodope , and you 
have nothing to fear from Soſtrates. 
As we were in danger of being taken 
unawares, ve broke off our diſcour- 
ſe. One good fortune comes upon 
the back of another. This very day L 
found Cratiſthenes again; joy was 
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equal to our ſurpriſe. Love did not 
rob friendship of its raptures. We 
telated to each other our mutual diſ- 
treſſes. He asked me whether I had 
written to Temiſtheus; no, ſaid I; I 
had loſt Iſmene; all my thoughts were 
fully bent on death; it is but to day 
that we have met again. He vas ſtun- 
ned at hearing me ſpeak ſo ; he thought 
that Iſmenie's loſs had diſtracted my 
mind ; he ſtrove to comfort me : I 
undeteived him. No, dear Cratiſ- 
thenes , no, Iſmene is not dead; but 
she is a ſlave; make haſte; go and 
tell our Parents that we arc indeed 
living, but under Navery- ; he pro- 
miſed to work a ſpeedy reconcilia- 
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tion among our common relations, 
and to engage them to come and 
redeem us, and after the tendereſt 
and ſincereſt proteſtations as from 


to ind me i 1 


virtue, we ſeparated. 
I could no longer live without Ins- 


nc; looked for her every where: I loſt 


no- opportunity of ſpeaking to her. 


The confidence that Rhodope repoſed 


in us, the vaxious occupations of Soſ- 
trates, obliged to go abroad with Dy- 
mas, ſupplied us with means of ſeeing 
one another. Nevertheleſs Iſmene told 
me that we ought to behave more pru- 
.dently ; I felt that she was in the 
right ; but prudence is ſeldom the 
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attendant of love, and her reaſon 
did not hinder her from tarrying with 
me. The caſe of the heart sharpens 
the wit; we enjoyed thoſe delicious 
interviews, the value of which is only 
known to lovers. I acquainted her 
with what had paſſed between Cra- 
tiſthenes and me. Hope rendered us 
forgetful of our bondage; we thought 
we were free already. The appeaſed 
Gods made us feel before hand, and 
in all their putity, the ſweets they 
were preparing for us. | 

Some times we ſpoke of Rhodope ; 

Iſmene imparted to me the engaging 
things she ſaid: to her as from me; 
we reproached ourſelyes with our 


deccits , 


and Iſmenias, 181 


deceits, and yet ve fancied new 
ones. If I ſtole a kiſs from her, and 
I often did, she asked me if I would 
have her convey it to Rhodope ; yes, 
ſaid, I preſſing her to my amourous 


boſom, and would she have any more, 
I can refuſe nothing to her ambaſla- 


dreſs. No, anſwered she , making her 
eſcape ; my inſtructions do not go ſo 
far. {EL 
I had not read her letter; I had not 
even unſcaled it. Iſmene asked to ſee 
it 3 I complicd. It was full of hopes, 
wishes and ſenſibility, It had paſſion 
in it; but it was expreſſed with dignity, 
in ſuch a manner that the moſt ſcru- 


pulous obſerver of decency would at 
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once have admired, and blamed it. 1 
ſaid to Iſmene; Rhodope might chooſe 
among the moſt illuſtrious Greeks , 
and make the happineſs of him whom 
She should prefer. Perhaps I am the 
only one that can not love her, at 
rhe ſame time that I am the only one 
She loves, O Rhodope ! how much I 
pity you! 

She was liſtening to us. What was 
her grief, her indignation , her jea- 
louſy! Aſtraces , ſaid she; the Gods 
are juſt towards you ; you deſerve 
but to be a ſlave ; fear my wrath 
but indeed, to glut my revenge, I 
have nothing to do but to abandon 
you to your fate, 
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Ungrateful pair; I will render your 
chains heavy upon you, and ſeparate 
you from one another; no, you shall 
not. enjoy together the pleaſure of 
laughing at my weakneſs ; I will 
hearken to nothing but hatred, and, 
if poſſible , make you as unhappy as 


you have rendered me deſpicable in 


my own eyes: 


Jealouſy ! each other paſſion's calm 

To thee ; thou conflagration of the ſoul ! 

Thou king of torments! Thou grand counterpoiſe 
For all the tranſports beauty can inſpire. 


_ Generous Rhodope , anſwered I, 
falling on my knees; we shall not 
think of excuſes , and taking from 
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my breaſt the picture of Iſmene which 
J had worn near my heart ſince 
the moment I thought I had loſt her 
for ever ; that picture declares my pre- 
poſſeſſion for her long before I met 
with you. Our ties are ſacred; if we 
are guilty, Love made us ſo. He can 

alone ſue for our pardon : you can | 
either deſtroy , or ſave us. The leſs 
we are worthy of your forgiveneſs , 
the more glorious it will be for you 
to favour us. The Gods have been 
pleaſed to unite us once more, make 
an end of what they have begun; 
render us happy. Iſmene's ſilence be- 
ſpoke the petplexity of her mind, at 
the ſame time that her looks caſt by 


f 
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turns upon her picture and upon me 
expreſſed her tender gratitude for the 
value I (et upon, and the care I had 
taken of it. 

Rhodope did not ſay a word, she 
ſcemed to behold our tears unmoved; 
we expected in a mortal agony a ſen- 
tence upon which depended our life 
or death ; she went away from us 
without paſling it upon us. 

Cratiſthenes did not return; we had 
but one day more to ſtay at Artycome. 
Had Rhodope only ſaid a word to Soſ- 
trates we had been undone ; but she 
behaved in a far different manner; we 
never met afterwards with a more 
zcalous protectreſs. O Rhodope | may 
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I ceaſe to be loved by Iſmene, if 1 
loſe the remembrance of your kind- 
neſs ! 

We drew near the time of our de- 
liverance. It took place when we 
thought it atthe greateſt diſtance from 
us. The ſolemn ſacrifice that was to ter- 
minate the miniſtry and honours of 
Dymas was almoſt compleated ; he was 
going to depart, and to carry me back 
with him ; Iſmene would have been 
loſt for me. When the ceremony was 
almoſt over, on a ſudden we heard 
the cries of two anxious mothers lou- 
dly calling on their children. It was 
Dianthea and Panthia. They moved 


every body to compallion , and Sol.. 
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thenes and Themiſteus drew near the 
altar. People of Artycome here ſolem- 
nly aſſembled , ſaid my father raiſing 
his voice, Soſtrates and Dymas are 
daring enough to retain their fellow 
Citizens in ignominious ſlavery. Do 
not ſuffer the prerogatives of the 
Greek nation to be ſo shamefully in- 
fringed, and you, Miniſter of Apollo, 
order them to bedelivercd up to us. 

Soſtrates willingly complied ; but 
Dymas urged in his behalf the right 
of war that had rendered him my 
_ "maſter. He refuſed to reſtore me to 
liberty. Aided by his friends who joi- 
ned him, he prepared himſelf to force 
me out of the ſanctuary where I had 
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taken refuge. The People oppoſed him; 
the temple reſounded with the noiſe 


of confuſed voices. Diſcord agitated 
every mind; injuſtice was on the point 


of triumphing. The high Prieſt was 


not able to appeaſe the tumult. He 
made a ſign witk his hand that he 
wished to ſpeak. Hardly was he ta- 
ken notice of. At length reſpect for 
his character got the better of paſſion; 
all was hushed. A Greek, ſaid he, 
can not be a flave in his own caun- 


try; ſuch are our laws. However if 


Dymas will not abyde by my deci- 
ſion, great Apollo, let him know 
thy ſupreme will. He then aſcended 
the tremendous Tripod; his reaſon 
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became troubled ; his looks grew wild 
his body fell into convulſions , and 
full of divine frenſy which inſpired 
him, he delivered this oracle or ſen- 
rence. Let Iſmenias, and Iſmene be 
made free ; let them be reſtored to 
Soſthenes and Themiſteus. Our deſ- 
tiny was no longer doubtful; we 
now recovered our long loſt liberty, 
Dymas darted out of the temple in 
a rage and returned to Daphnipolis. 
At the name of Soſthenes , Soſtrates 
remembered that their fathers had 
been united by the ſacred ties of hoſ- 
pitaliry. He kindly complained of out 
having hidden our birth from him: 
Ve embraced our parents and friends. 
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A happy reconciliation took place and 
univerſal peace was eſtablished. The 
People gradually withdrew from 
the temple ; the high prieſt carried 
us all to his houſe. 

When the firſt raptures of our joy 
were a little abated , the diſcourſe 
turned upon our adventures; we were 


deſired to give an account of them; 


I did not require to be urged , and 
reſuming them from my firſt depar- 
ture from Eurycome, gave their curio- 
ſity full ſatisfaction. 
Iſmene alone could make up what 
was wanting in my narrative. Our 
filence shewed her enough that we 
expected she should speak. She was 
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ſenſible of its being out of her power 


to diſpenſe with it; but fearfulneſs 
kept her in ſuſpenſe. Soſthenes ſaw 
her reluctancy to comply, and caſt 
upon her a look that had ſomething 
in it of pleaſure mixed with reproach, 
and tho! it increaſed her trouble, in 
ſpite of her timidity , she was at laſt 
obliged to repeat the relation she had 
given me, to which she added ſome 
particulars that she had left untold 
Uke. warmth of our firſt meeting. 
They Vere as follows. 

After having ſwum ſome time, we 
landed on a deſert shore where we 
remained ſome days. I muſt not for- 
get that being one night weary and 
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falling into a ſound ſleep, a winged 
child came and ſat by me. I recol- 
lected him; it was Love. Cruel au- 
thor of my pains, ſaid I, will you 
expoſe me to new misfortunes ? Have 
I not ſuffered enough ? Why do not 
vou let me die? Iſmene, anſwered 
he; your diſtreſſes come from fate; 
it knows no power above it ſelf , and 
my reign extends only over the hearts. 
Nou shall find your Iſmenias again, 
He flew away ; I awaked and miſ- 
truſting his prediction, I continue d 
in the fame. ſtate of dejection. We 
were expecting nothing but death, 
when a veſſel appeared at à little 


diſtaner: we kept gur eyes fixed 
upon 
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upon it and lifted up our hands to 


heaven ; the crew diſcovered and 
came to help us. They were wret- 


ches that, with much ado , had eſ- 
caped from the ſtorm. What an af- 
flicting ſcene ! The account of it I 
will ſpare you. The exceſs of their 


miſery did not hinder them from 


feeling for us; not ſatisfied with 
ſupplying us with ſome coarſe veſt- 


ments half worn out , they gave us 


ſome ſcraps they had left; which they 
had ſcarce done , when Pirates, or 
rather wild beaſts attacked them. 
What reſiſtance were they capable 
of ? Their death followed cloſe upon 


their ſlavery: 


R 
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They ſob their ſouls out in the gush of blood 
As when the flocks neglected by the wann 
(or kids, or lambs) lie ſcatter'g o'er the plain, 
A troop of wolves th'unguarded charge ſutvey, 
And rend thetrembling ; unreſiſting prey. 


Thoſe dreadfull Ethiopians whole 
rememberance frightens me yet, ſa- 
ved only my deliverer and me. They 
carried us to Artycome. Soſtrates ſaw 
me crowned with laurel when J went 
out of the fountain of Minerva. He 
bought me to attend his daughter , 
and kept Andomedon for himſelf, I 
found in his houſe the end of my 
miſeries. Charming Rhodope | I will 
never be forgetful. of your | having 
been my miſtreſs ; you dig reſtore me 
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to liberty; but you did not ſet my 

heart free from the everlaſting obli- 
22 

gation it owes you. 


Iſmene ſaid nothing more. Soſtrates 


was charmed with her diſcretion , 
and you alſo, ſaid he, you are my 


daughter. O my father ! cryed Rho- 


dope taking Iſmene about the neck, 
Fou give me a dangerous ſiſter; but 
I love her enough not to envy her 
your tenderneſs. Why have I not 


* a ſon, ſaid Soſthenes, to pro- 


pole for this charming daughter of 


your's ? I know no man, anſwered 


| Soſtrates ſo worthy of Rhodope as 
Cratiſthenes Iſmenias' friend, unleſs 


she has ſome exception to make 
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tokens of affection, Rhodope viſ- 
pered me unheard by any other; At 


leaſt ſince my father has adopted Iſ- 
mene for his daughter, you will give 


me leave to call you my brother; 


with all my heart, beautiful Rho- 


dope! Happy man that I am who 


ſoon may boaſt of having ſuch a ſiſ. 
ter, and ſuch a wife. We thanked 
the high Prieſt for the important ſer- 


vice he had rendered us, and ve ſet 
out for Artycome. 
- Iſmene inſiſted upon paſſing en 


Artycome there to try a ſecond time 
the adventure of Minerva's fountain 


againſt him. While they were buſy 
giving one another ſoft and mutual 
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I oppoſed an experiment that delayed 


my 5 took it kindly of 


me 3 but ould have liked to 
have had fresh witneſſes to her virtue. 

Artived at Aulycone , I ſent for my 
dearCratiſthenes freshrecovered from 
a fit of the ague that had hindered 
him from coming to Daphnipolis. 
Soſtrates put the queſtion to him. 


Amazed at ſo happy and unexpected 


a propoſition , he poured out his 


heart in expreſſions of gratitude ; 


bur, before he would accept of it, 
he wished to be ſure of Rhodope's 
aſſent ; she modeſtly blushed it. His 
mariage and mine were ſolemniſed 
the ſame day in Soſthenes's gardens. 
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Greece had not yet ſeen a more magni- 


ficent ſpectacle ; but ow long that 
bright day was to n How tire- 
ſome are feaſts for a lover who 
waits only their end ia order 
to be happy ! Will not the night 
come, ſaid I to Iſmene ! Shall we 
never be by ourſelves ! delicious 
night !. Thou art over already. If 
all thoſe that are to follow it, muſt 
be like this, Gods! I do not envy 
your ſupreme deſtiny ! 

Some months after we returned to 
Eurycone , and tho' I had incurred 
the rigour of the law by having 
fallen in love contrary to its for- 
mal inhibition, I was nevertheleſs 
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velcome there The Citizens thought 
that this invglggary breach of mine 
had been mote than expiated by all 
the hardships I had endured , and 
taking that particular law into further 
conſideration , they repealed it as in- 
juſt. Indeed for a man whoſe heart 
ts tender and ſenſible , to love is as 
natural as to breathe. Like the fire 
that purifies even the moſt precious 
metals, the honeſt flame, that glows 
in a delicate ſoul, contributes to raiſe 
to the higheſt degree of perfection and 
energy all the virtues it is moſt com- 
monly endowed with. 


| Love is a paſſion 
Which kindles honour into noble actions. 
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